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READINGS FROM IRVING. 


THE AUTHOR’S ACCOUNT OF “HIMSELF, 


*“T am of this mind with Homer, that as the snaile that 
crept out of her shel was turned eftsoons into a toad, and 
thereby was forced to make a stoole to sit on ; so the travel- 
ler that stragleth from his owne country is in a short time 
transformed into so monstrous a shape that he is faine to alter 
his mansion with his manners, and to live where he can, not 
where he would.” —Lyty’s EUPHUES, 


WASalways fond of visiting new scenes, 
and observing strange characters and 
g manners. Even when a mere child I 
z » began my travels, and made many tours 
of discovery into foreign parts and unknown re- 
gions of my native city, to the frequent alarm 
of my parents, and the emolument of the town- 
-crier. As I grew into boyhood, I extended the 
range of my observations. My holiday afternoons 
were spent in rambles about the surrounding 
country. I made myself familiar with all its places 
famous in history or fable. I knew every spot 
where a murder or robbery had been committed, 
or a ghost seen. I visited the neighboring villages, 
and added greatly to my stock of knowledge by 
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noting their habits and customs, and conversing 
with their sages and great men. I even journeyed 
one long summer’s day to the summit of the most 
distant hill, whence I stretched my eye over many 
a mile of terra incognita, and was astonished to find 
how vast a globe I inhabited. 

This rambling propensity strengthened with my 
years. Books of voyages and travels became my 
passion, and in devouring their contents, I ne- 
glected the regular exercises of the school. How 
wistfully would I wander about the pier-heads in 
fine weather, and watch the parting ships, bound 
to distant climes ; with what longing eyes would I 
gaze after their lessening sails, and waft myself in. 
imagination to the ends of the earth! 

Further reading and thinking, though they 
brought this vague inclination into more reason- 
able bounds, only served to make it more decided. 
I visited various parts of my own country ; and 
had I been merely a lover of fine scenery, I should 
have felt little desire to seek elsewhere its gratifica- 
tion, for on no country have the charms of nature 
been more prodigally lavished. Her mighty lakes, 
like oceans of liquid silver; her mountains, with 
their bright aérial tints ; her valleys, teeming with 
wild fertility ; her tremendous cataracts, thunder- 
ing in their solitudes ; her boundless plains, waving 
with spontaneous verdure ; her broad deep rivers, 
rolling in solemn silence to the ocean ; her track- 
less forests, where vegetation puts forth all its 
magnificence ; her skies, kindling with the magic 
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of summer clouds and glorious sunshine ;—no, 
never need an American look beyond his own 
country for the sublime and beautiful of natural 
scenery. 

But Europe held forth the charms of storied and 
poetical association. There were to be seen the 
masterpieces of art, the refinements of highly culti- 
vated society, the quaint peculiarities of ancient 
and local custom. My native country was full of 
youthful promise ; Europe was rich in the accumu- 
lated treasures of age. Her very ruins told the 
history of times gone by, and every mouldering 
.stone was a chronicle. I longed to wander over 
the scenes of renowned achievement—to tread, as 
it were, in the footsteps of antiquity—to loiter 
about the ruined castle—to meditate on the falling 
tower—to escape, in short, from the commonplace 
realities of the present, and lose myself among the 
shadowy grandeurs of the past. 

I had, beside all this, an earnest desire to see 
the great men of the earth. We have, it is true, 
our great men in America: not acity but has an 
ample share of them. I have mingled among them 
in my time, and been almost withered by the shade 
into which they cast me; for there is nothing so 
baleful to a small man as the shade of a great one, 
particularly the great man of a city. But I was 
anxious to see the great men of Europe ; for I had 
read in the works of various philosophers, that all 
animals degenerated in America, and man among the 
number, A great man of Europe, thought I, must 
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therefore be as superior to a great man of America 
as a peak of the Alps to a highland of the Hudson ; 
and in this idea I was confirmed by observing the 
comparative importance and swelling magnitude of 
many English travellers among us, who, I was as- 
sured, were very little people in their own country. 
I will visit this land of wonders, thought I, and see 
the gigantic race from which I am degenerated. 

It has been either my good or evil lot to have 
my roving passion gratified. I have wandered 
through different countries, and witnessed many 
of the shifting scenes of life. I cannot say that I 
have studied them with the eye of a philosopher, 
but rather with the sauntering gaze with which 
humble lovers of the picturesque stroll from the 
window of one print-shop to another, caught some- 
times by the delineations of beauty, sometimes by 
the distortions of caricature, and sometimes by the 
loveliness of landscape. As it is the fashion for 
modern tourists to travel pencil in hand, and bring 
home their portfolios filled with sketches, I am dis- 
posed to get up a few for the entertainment of my 
friends. When, however, I look over the hints and 
memorandums I have taken down for the purpose, 
my heart almost fails me at finding how my idle 
humor has led me aside from the great objects 
studied by every regular traveller who would make 
a book. I fear I shall give equal disappointment 
with an unlucky landscape-painter, who had 
travelled on the continent, but, following the bent 
of his vagrant inclination, had sketched in nooks, 
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and corners, and by-places. His sketch-book was 
accordingly crowded with cottages, and landscapes, 
and obscure ruins; but he had neglected to paint 
St. Peter’s, or the Coliseum ; the cascade of Terni, 
or the bay of Naples; and had not a single glacier 
or volcano in his whole collection. 


WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 


When I behold, with deep astonishment, 
To famous Westminster how there resorte 
Living in brasse or stoney monument, 
The princes and the worthies of all sorte : 
Doe not I see reformde nobilitie, 
Without contempt, or pride, or ostentation, 
And looke upon offenselesse majesty, 
Naked of pomp or earthly domination ? 
And how a play-game of a painted stone 
Contents the quiet now and silent sprites, 
Whome all the world which late they stood upon 
Could not content or quench their appetites. 
Life is a frost of cold felicitie, 
And death the thaw of all our vanitie. 
CHRISTOLERO’S EPIGRAMS, BY T. B. 1598. 


AN one of those sober and rather melan- 
choly days, in the latter part of 
autumn, when the shadows of morn- 
ing and evening almost mingle together, 
and throw a gloom over the decline of the year, I 
passed several hours in rambling about Westmin- 
ster Abbey. There was something congenial to 
the season in the mournful magnificence of the old 
pile ; and, as I passed its threshold, seemed like 
stepping back into the regions of antiquity, and 
losing myself among the shades of former ages. 


TO 


WESTMINSTER ABBE Y. Il 


I entered from the inner court of Westminster 
School, through a long, low, vaulted passage, that 
had an almost subterranean look, being dimly 
lighted in one part by circular perforations in the 
massive walls. Through this dark avenue I had a 
distant view of the cloisters, with the figure of an 
old verger, in his black gown, moving along their 
shadowy vaults, and seeming like a spectre from 
one of the neighboring tombs. The approach to 
the abbey through these gloomy monastic remains 
prepares the mind for its solemn contemplation. 
The cloisters still retain something of the quiet and 
seclusion of former days. The gray walls are dis- 
colored by damps, and crumbling with age ; a coat 
of hoary moss has gathered over the inscriptions of 
the mural monuments, and obscured the death’s- 
heads and other funereal emblems. The sharp 
touches of the chisel are gone from the rich tracery 
of the arches ; the roses which adorned the key- 
stones have lost their leafy beauty ; every thing 
bears marks of the gradual dilapidations of time, 
which yet has something touching and pleasing in 
its very decay. 

The sun was pouring down a yellow autumnal 
ray into the square of the cloisters ; beaming upon 
a scanty plot of grass in the centre, and lighting 
up an angle of the vaulted passage with a kind of 
dusky splendor. From between the arcades the 
eye glanced up toa bit of blue sky or a passing 
cloud, and beheld the sun-gilt pinnacles of the 
abbey towering into the azure heaven, 
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As I paced the cloisters, sometimes contemplat- 
ing this mingled picture of glory and decay, and 
sometimes endeavoring to decipher the inscriptions 
on the tombstones, which formed the pavement 
beneath my feet, my eye was attracted to three 
figures, rudely carved in relief, but nearly worn 
away by the footsteps of many generations. They 
were the effigies of three of the early abbots ; the 
epitaphs were entirely effaced ; the names alone re- 
mained, having no doubt been renewed in later 
times. (Vitalis. Abbas. 1082, and Gislebertus Cris- 
pinus. Abbas. r114, and Laurentius. Abbas. 1176.) 
I remained some httle while, musing over these 
casual relics of antiquity, thus left like wrecks 
upon this distant shore of time, telling no tale but 
that such beings had been, and had perished ; 
teaching no moral but the futility of that pride 
which hopes still to exact homage in its ashes, and 
to live in an inscription. A little longer, and even 
these faint records will be obliterated, and the 
monument will cease to be a memorial. Whilst I 
was yet looking down upon these gravestones, I 
was roused by the sound of the abbey clock, re- 
verberating from buttress to buttress, and echoing 
among the cloisters. It is almost startling to hear 
this warning of departed time sounding among the 
tombs, and telling the lapse of the hour, which, 
like a billow, has rolled us onward towards the 
grave. I pursued my walk to an arched door 
opening to the interior of the abbey. On entering 
here, the magnitude of the building breaks fully 
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upon the mind, contrasted with the vaults of the 
cloisters. The eyes gaze with wonder at clustered 
columns of gigantic dimensions, with arches spring- 
ing from them to such an amazing height ; and 
man wandering about their bases, shrunk into in- 
*significance in comparison with his own handiwork. 
The spaciousness and gloom of this vast edifice 
produce a profound and mysterious awe. We step 
cautiously and softly about, as if fearful of dis- 
turbing the hallowed silence of the tomb; while 
every footfall whispers along the walls, and chatters 
among the sepulchres, making us more sensible of 
the quiet we have interrupted. 

It seems as if the awful nature of the place 
presses down upon the soul, and hushes the be- 
holder into noiseless reverence. We feel that we 
are surrounded by the congregated bones of the 
great men of past times, who have filled history 
with their deeds, and the earth with their renown. 

And yet it almost provokes a smile at the vanity 
of human ambition, to see how they are crowded 
together and jostled in the dust; what parsimony 
is observed in doling out a scanty nook, a gloomy 
corner, a little portion of earth, to those, whom, 
when alive, kingdoms could not satisfy ; and how 
many shapes, and forms, and artifices are devised 
to catch the casual notice of the passenger, and 
save from forgetfulness, for a few short years, a 
name which once aspired to occupy ages of the 
world’s thought and admiration. 

I passed some time in Poet’s Corner, which oc- 
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cupies an end of one of the transepts or cross aisles 
of the abbey. The monuments are generally sim- 
ple ; for the lives of literary men afford no striking 
themes for the sculptor. Shakespeare and Addison 
have statues erected to their memories; but the 
greater part have busts, medallions, and sometimes 
mere inscriptions. Notwithstanding the simplicity 
of these memorials, I have always observed that the 
visitors to the abbey remained longest about them. 
A kinder and fonder feeling takes place of that 
cold curiosity or vague admiration with which 
they gaze on the splendid monuments of the great 
and the heroic. They linger about these as about 
the tombs of friends and companions ; for indeed 
there is something of companionship between the 
author and the reader. Other men are known to 
posterity only through the medium of history, which 
is continually growing faint and obscure; but the 
intercourse between the author and his fellow-men 
is ever new, active, and immediate. He has lived 
for them more than for himself; he has sacrificed 
surrounding enjoyments, and shut himself up from 
the delights of social life, that he might the more 
intimately commune with distant minds and distant 
ages. Well may the world cherish his renown ; for 
it has been purchased, not by deeds of violence and 
blood, but by the diligent dispensation of pleasure. 
Well may posterity be grateful to hismemory; for he 
has left an inheritance, not of empty namesandsound- 
ing actions, but whole treasures of wisdom, bright 
gems of thought, and golden veins of language, 
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From Poet’s Corner I continued my stroll towards 
that part of the abbey which contains the sepulchres 
of the kings. I wandered among what once were 
chapels, but which are now occupied by the tombs 
and monuments of the great. At every turn I met 
with some illustrious name,or the cognizance of some 
powerful house renowned in history. As the eye 
darts into these dusky chambers of death, it catches 
glimpses of quaint effigies : some kneeling in niches, 
as if in devotion ; others stretched upon the tombs, 
with hands pressed piously together ; warriors in 
armor, as if reposing after battle; prelates with 
crosiers and mitres; and nobles in robes and coro- 
nets, lying as it were in state. In glancing over 
this scene, so strangely populous, yet where every 
form is so still and silent, it seems almost as if we 
were treading a mansion of that fabled city, where 
every being had been suddenly transmuted into 
stone. 

I paused to contemplate a tomb on which lay the 
effigy of a knight in complete armor. A large 
buckler was on one arm; the hands were pressed 
together in supplication upon the breast ; the face 
was almost covered by the morion ; the legs were 
crossed in token of the warrior’s having been en- 
gaged in the holy war. It was the tomb of a Cru- 
sader ; of one of those military enthusiasts who so 
strangely mingled religion and romance, and whose 
exploits form the connecting link between fact and 
fiction; between the history and the fairy tale. 


There is something extremely picturesque in the 
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tombs of these adventurers, decorated as they are 
with rude armorial bearings and Gothic sculpture. 
They comport with the antiquated chapels in which 
they are generally found ; and in considering them, 
the imagination is apt to kindle with the legendary 
associations, the romantic fiction, the chivalrous 
pomp and pageantry, which poetry has spread over 
the wars for the sepulchre of Christ. They are the 
relics of times utterly gone by ; of beings passed 
from recollection; of customs and manners with 
which ours have no affinity. They are like objects 
from some strange and distant land, of which we 
have no certain knowledge, and about which all our 
conceptions are vague and visionary. There is some- 
thing extremely solemn and awful in those effigies 
on Gothic tombs, extended as if in the sleep of 
death, or in the supplication of the dying hour. 
They have an effect infinitely more impressive on 
my feelings than the fanciful attitudes, the over- 
wrought conceits, and allegorical groups, which 
abound on modern monuments. I have been struck, 
also, with the superiority of many of the old sepul- 
chral inscriptions. There was a noble way, in former 
times, of saying things simply, and yet saying them 
proudly ; and I donot know an epitaph that breathes 
a loftier consciousness of family worth and honor- 
able lineage than one which affirms, of a noble 
house, that ‘all the brothers were brave, and all the 
sisters virtuous.” 

In the opposite transept to Poet’s Corner stands 
a monument which is among the most renowned 
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achievements of modern art ; but which to me ap- 
pears horrible rather than sublime. It is the tomb 
of Mrs. Nightingale, by Roubillac. The bottom of 
the monument is represented as throwing open its 
marble doors, and a sheeted skeleton is starting 
forth. The shroud is falling from his fleshless 
frame as he launches his dart at his victim. She 
is sinking into her affrighted husband’s arms, who 
strives, with vain and frantic effort, to avert the 
blow. The whole is executed with terrible truth 
and spirit ; we almost fancy we hear the gibbering, 
yell of triumph bursting from the distended jaws 
_of the spectre. But why should we thus seek to 
clothe death with unnecessary terrors, and to 
spread horrors round the tomb of those we love? 
The grave should be surrounded by every thing 
that might inspire tenderness and veneration for 
the dead; or that might win the living to virtue. 
It is the place, not of disgust and dismay, but of 
sorrow and meditation. 

While wandering about those gloomy vaults and 
silent aisles, studying the records of the dead, the 
sound of busy existence from without occasionally 
reaches the ear: the rumbling of the passing 
equipage ; the murmur of the multitude ; or per- 
haps the light laugh of pleasure, The contrast is 
striking with the death-like repose around; and it 
has a strange effect upon the feelings, thus to hear 
the surges of active life hurrying along, and beat- 
ing against the very walls of the sepulchre. 

I continued in this way to move from tomb to 
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tomb, and from chapel to chapel. The day was 
gradually wearing away ; the distant tread of loi- 
terers about the abbey grew less and less frequent ; 
the sweet-tongued bell was summoning to evening 
prayers; and I saw at a distance the choristers, in 
their white surplices, crossing the aisle and enter- 
ing the choir. I stood before the entrance to 
Henry the Seventh’s chapel. A flight of steps 
lead up to it, through a deep and gloomy, but mag- 
nificent arch. Great gates of brass, richly and 
delicately wrought, turn heavily upon their hinges, 
as if proudly reluctant to admit the feet of common 
mortals into this most gorgeous of sepulchres. 

On entering, the eye is astonished by the pomp 
of architecture, and the elaborate beauty of sculp- 
tured detail. The very walls are wrought into 
universal ornament, incrusted with tracery, and 
scooped into niches, crowded with the statues of 
saints and martyrs. Stone seems, by the cunning 
labor of the chisel, to have been robbed of its 
weight and density, suspended aloft, as if by 
magic, and the fretted roof achieved with the won- 
derful minuteness and airy security of a cobweb. 

Along the sides of the chapel are the lofty stalls 
of the Knights of the Bath, richly carved of oak, 
though with the grotesque decorations of Gothic 
architecture. On the pinnacles of the stalls are 
affixed the helmets and crests of the knights, with 
their scarfs and swords; and above them are sus- 
pended their banners, emblazoned with armorial 
bearings, and contrasting the splendor of gold and 
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purple and crimson with the cold gray fretwork of 
the roof. Inthe midst of this grand mausoleum 
stands the sepulchre of its founder,—his effigy, 
with that of his queen, extended on a sumptuous 
tomb, and the whole surrounded by a superbly 
wrought brazen railing. 
There is a sad dreariness in this magnificence ; 
this strange mixture of tombs and trophies ; these 
emblems of lving and aspiring ambition, close be- 
side mementos which show the dust and oblivion 
in which all must sooner or later terminate. Noth-. 
ing impresses the mind with a deeper feeling of 
loneliness than to tread the silent and deserted 
scene of former throng and pageant. On looking 
round on the vacant stalls of the knights and their 
esquires, and on the rows of dusty but gorgeous 
banners that were once borne before them, my im- 
agination conjured up the scene when this hall was 
bright with the valor and beauty of the land ; glit- 
tering with the splendor of jewelled rank and mili- 
tary array ; alive with the tread of many feet and 
the hum of an admiring multitude. All had passed 
away ; the silence of death had settled again upon 
the place, interrupted only by the casual chirping 
of birds, which had found their way into the 
chapel, and built their nests among its friezes and 
pendants—sure signs of solitariness and desertion. 
When I read the names inscribed on the banners, 
they were those of men scattered far and wide 
about the world ; some tossing upon distant seas ; 
some under arms in distant lands; some mingling 
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in the busy intrigues of courts and cabinets ; all 
seeking to deserve one more distinction in this 
mansion of shadowy honors: the melancholy re- 
ward of a monument. 

Two small aisles on each side of this chapel pre- 
sent a touching instance of the equality of the 
grave ; which brings down the oppressor to a level 
with the oppressed, and mingles the dust of the 
bitterest enemies together. In one is the sepulchre 
of the haughty Elizabeth ; in the other is that of 
her victim, the lovely and unfortunate Mary. Not 
an hour in the day but some ejaculation of pity 1s 
uttered over the fate of the latter, mingled with in- 
dignation at her oppressor. The walls of Eliza- 
beth’s sepulchre continually echo with the sighs of 
sympathy heaved at the grave of her rival. 

A peculiar melancholy reigns over the aisle 
where Mary lies buried. The light struggles 
dimly through windows darkened by dust. The 
greater part of the place is in deep shadow, and 
the walls are stained and tinted by time and 
weather. A marble figure of Mary is stretched up- 
on the tomb, round which is an iron railing, much 
corroded, bearing her national emblem—the thistle. 
I was weary with wandering, and sat down to rest 
myself by the monument, revolving in my mind 
the checkered and disastrous story of poor Mary. 

The sound of casual footsteps had ceased from 
the abbey. I could only hear, now and then, the 
distant voice of the priest repeating the evening 
service, and the faint responses of the choir; these 
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paused for a time, and all was hushed. The still- 
ness, the desertion and obscurity that were gradu- 
ally prevailing around, gave a deeper and more 
solemn interest to the place. 


For in the silent grave no conversation, © 

No joyful tread of friends, no voice of lovers. 
No careful father’s counsel—nothing ’s heard, 
For nothing is, but all oblivion, 

Dust, and an endless darkness. 


Suddenly the notes of the deep-laboring organ 
burst upon the ear, falling with doubled and re- 
doubled intensity, and rolling as it were, huge bil- 
lows of sound. How well do their volume and 
grandeur accord with this mighty building! With 
what pomp do they swell through its vast vaults, 
and breathe their awful harmony through these 
caves of death, and make the silent sepulchre 
vocal !—And now they rise in triumph and accla- 
mation, heaving higher and higher their accordant 
notes, and piling sound on sound.—And now they 
pause, and the soft voices of the choir break out 
into sweet gushes of melody ; they soar aloft, and 
warble along the roof, and seem to play about these 
lofty vaults like the pure airs of heaven. Again 
the pealing organ heaves its thrilling thunders, 
compressing air into music, and rolling it forth 
upon the soul. What long-drawn cadences! What 
solemn sweeping concords! It grows more and 
more dense and powerful—it fills the vast pile, and 
seems to jar the very walls—the ear is stunned— 
the senses are overwhelmed. And now it is wind- 
ing up in full jubilee—it is rising from the earth to 
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heaven—the very soul seems rapt away and floated 
upwards on this swelling tide of harmony ! 

I sat for some time lost in that kind of revery 
which a strain of music is apt sometimes to inspire: 
the shadows of evening were gradually thickening 
round me; the monuments began to cast deeper 
and deeper gloom; and the distant clock again 
gave token of the slowly waning day. 

I rose and prepared to leave the abbey. As I 
descended the flight of steps which lead into the 
body of the building, my eye was caught by the 
shrine of Edward the Confessor, and I ascended 
the small staircase that conducts to it, to take from 
thence a general survey of this wilderness of tombs. 
The shrine is elevated upon a kind of platform, and 
close around it are the sepulchres of various kings 
and queens. From this eminence the eye looks 
down between pillars and funeral trophies to the 
chapels and chambers below, crowded with tombs,— 
where warriors, prelates, courtiers, and statesmen 
lie mouldering in their “ beds of darkness.’”’ Close 
by me stood the great chair-of coronation, rudely 
carved of oak, in the barbarous taste of a remote 
and Gothic age. The scene seemed almost as if 
contrived, with theatrical artifice, to produce an 
effect upon the beholder. Here was a type of the 
beginning and the end of human pomp and power; 
here it was literally but a step from the throne to 
the sepulchre. Would not one think that these in- 
congruous momentos had been gathered together 
as a lesson to living greatness ?—to show it, even in 
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the moment of its proudest exaltation, the neglect 
and dishonor to which it must soon arrive; how 
soon that crown which encircles its brow must pass 
away, and it must lie down in the dust and dis- 
graces of the tomb, and be trampled upon by the 
feet of the meanest of the multitude. For, strange 
to tell, even the grave is here no longer a sanctuary. 
There is a shocking levity in some natures, which 
leads them to sport with awful and hallowed things ; 
and there are base minds, which delight to revenge 
on the illustrious dead the abject homage and grov- 
elling servility which they pay to the living. The 
coffin of Edward the Confessor has been broken 
open, and his remains despoiled of their funereal 
ornaments ; the sceptre has been stolen from the 
hand of the imperious Elizabeth, and the effigy of 
Henry the Fifth lies headless. Not a royal monu- 
ment but bears some proof how false and fugitive 
is the homage of mankind. Some are plundered, 
some mutilated, some covered with ribaldry and 
insult,—all more or less outraged and dishonored ! 

The last beams of day were now faintly streaming 
through the painted windows in high vaults above 
me; the lower parts of the abbey were already 
wrapped in the obscurity of twilight. ‘The chapels 
and aisles grew darker and darker. The effigies of 
the kings faded into shadows ; the marble figures of 
the monuments assumed strange shapes in the un- 
certain light ; the evening breeze crept through the 
aisles like the cold breath of the grave ; and even 
the distant footfall of a verger, traversing the Poet’s 
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Corner, had something strange and dreary in its 
sound. I-slowly retraced my morning’s walk, and 
as I passed out at the portal of the cloisters, the 
door, closing with a jarring noise behind me, filled 
the whole building with echoes. 

I endeavored to form some arrangement in my 
mind of the objects I had been contemplating, 
but found they were already fallen into indistinct- 
ness and confusion. Names, inscriptions, trophies, 
had all become confounded in my recollection, 
though I had scarcely taken my foot from off the 
threshold. What, thought I, is this vast assemblage 
of sepulchres but a treasury of humiliation ; ahuge 
pile of reiterated homilies on the emptiness of re- 
nown and the certainty of oblivign! It is, indeed, 
the empire of death—his great shadowy palace, 
where he sits in state, mocking at the relics of hu- 
man glory, and spreading dust and forgetfulness on 
the monuments of princes. How idle a boast, af- 
ter all, is the immortality of aname. Time is ever 
silently turning over his pages ; we are too much 
engrossed by the story of the present, to think of 
the characters and anecdotes that gave interest to 
the past ; and each age isa volume thrown aside to 
be speedily forgotten. The idol of to-day pushes 
the hero of yesterday out of our recollection ; and 
will, in turn, be supplanted by his successor of to- 
morrow. “Our fathers,” says Sir Thomas Browne, 
“find their graves in our short memories, and sadly 
tell us how we may be buried in our survivors.” 
History fades into fable ; fact becomes clouded 
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with doubt and controversy ; the inscription mould- 
ers from the tablet ; the statue falls from the ped- 
estal. Columns, arches, pyramids, what are they 
but heaps of sand ; and their epitaphs, but charac- 
ters written in the dust? What is the security of a 
tomb, or the perpetuity of an embalmment? The 
remains of Alexander the Great have been scatter- 
ed to the wind, and his empty sarcophagus is now 
the mere curiosity of a museum. “The Egyptian 
mummies, which Cambyses or time hath spared, 
avarice now consumeth ; Mizraim cures wounds, 
and Pharaoh is sold for balsams.”’ * 

What then is to insure this pile which now towers 
above me from sharing the fate of mightier mauso- 
leums? The time must come when its gilded 
vaults, which now spring so loftily, shall le in rub- 
bish beneath the feet ; when, instead of. the sound 
of melody and praise, the wind shall whistle through 
the broken arches, and the owl hoot from the shat- 
tered tower,—when the gairish sunbeam shall break 
into these gloomy mansions of death, and the ivy 
twine round the fallen column ; and the foxglove 
hang its blossoms about the nameless urn, as if in 
mockery of the dead. Thusman passes away ; his 
name perishes from record and recollection ; his 
history is as a tale that is told, and his very monu- 
ment becomes a ruin. 


* Sir T. Browne. 


CHRISTMAS. 


But is old, old, good old Christmas gone? Nothing but 
the hair of his good, gray, old head and beard left? Well, I 
will have that, seeing I cannot have more of him. 

HveE AND CRY AFTER CHRISTMAS, 


A man might then behold 
At Christmas, in each hall 
Good fires to curb the cold, 
And meat for great and small. 
The neighbors were friendly bidden, 
And all had welcome true ; 
The poor from the gates were not chidden 
When this old cap was new. 
OLD SONG. 


ves 


Ay 2 OTHING in England exercises a more 
ae delightful spell over my imagination 
than the lingerings of the holiday cus- 
toms and rural games of former times. 
They recall the pictures my fancy used to draw in 
the May morning of life, when as yet I only knew 
the world through books, and believed it to be all 
that poets had painted it; and they bring with 
them the flavor of those honest days of yore, in 
which, perhaps, with equal fallacy, I am apt to 
think the world was more home-bred, social, and 
joyous than at present. I regret to say that they 
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are daily growing more and more faint, being 
gradually worn away by time, but still more ob- 
literated by modern fashion. They resemble those 
picturesque morsels of Gothic architecture, which 
we see crumbling in various parts of the country, 
partly dilapidated by the waste of ages, and partly 
lost in the additions and alterations of later days. 
Poetry, however, clings with cherishing fondness 
about the rural game and holiday revel, from which 
it has derived so many of its themes—as the ivy 
winds its rich foliage about the Gothic arch and 
mouldering tower, gratefully repaying their support 
by clasping together their tottering remains, and, as 
it were, embalming them in verdure. 

Of all the old festivals, however, that of Christ- 
mas awakens the strongest and most heartfelt asso- 
ciations. There is a tone of solemn and sacred 
feeling that blends with our conviviality, and lifts 
the spirit to a state of hallowed and elevated en- 
joyment. The services of the church about this 
season are extremely tender and inspiring. They 
dwell on the beautiful story of the origin of our faith, 
and the pastoral scenes that accompanied its an- 
nouncement. They gradually increase in fervor and 
pathos during the season of Advent, until they break 
forth in full jubilee on the morning that brought 
peace and good-willto men. I donot know a grander 
effect of music on the moral feelings than to hear 
the full choir and the pealing organ performing a 
Christmas anthem in a cathedral, and filling every 
part of the vast pile with triumphant harmony. 
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It is a beautiful arrangement, also, derived from 
days of yore, that this festival, which commemo- 
rates the announcement of the religion of peace 
and love, has been made the season for gathering 
together of family connections, and drawing closer 
again those bands of kindred hearts, which the 
cares and pleasures and sorrows of the world are 
continually operating to cast loose; of calling 
back the children of a family, who have launched 
forth in life, and wandered widely asunder, once 
more to assemble about the paternal hearth, that 
rallying-place of the affections, there to grow young 
and loving again among the endearing mementos 
of childhood. 

There is something in the very season of the 
year that gives a charm to the festivity of Christ- 
mas. At other times we derive a great portion of 
our pleasures from the mere beauties of nature. 
Our feelings sally forth and dissipate themselves 
over the sunny landscape, and we “live abroad and 
everywhere.” The song of the bird, the murmur 
of the stream, the breathing fragrance of spring, 
the soft voluptuousness of summer, the golden 
pomp of autumn ; earth with its mantle of refresh- 
ing green, and heaven with its deep delicious blue 
and its cloudy magnificence, all fill us with mute 
but exquisite delight, and we revel in the luxury of - 
mere sensation. But in the depth of winter, when 
nature lies despoiled of every charm, and wrapped 
in her shroud of sheeted snow, we turn for our 
gratifications to moral sources. The dreariness 
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and desolation of the landscape, the short gloomy 
days and darksome nights, while they circumscribe 
our wanderings, shut in our feelings also from 
rambling abroad, and make us more keenly dis- 
posed for the pleasure of the social circle. Our 
thoughts are more concentrated; our friendly 
sympathies more aroused. We feel more sensibly 
the charm of each other’s society, and are brought 
more closely together by dependence on each other 
for enjoyment. Heart calleth unto heart ; and we 
draw our pleasures from the deep wells of loving- 
kindness, which lie in the quiet recesses of our bos- 
oms ; and which, when resorted to, furnish forth 
the pure element of domestic felicity. 

The pitchy gloom without makes the heart dilate 
on entering the room filled with the glow and 
warmth of the evening fire. The ruddy blaze dif- 
fuses an artificial summer and sunshine through the 
room, and lights up each countenance in a kindlier 
welcome. Where does the honest face of hospital- 
ity expand into a broader and more cordial smile— 
where is the shy glance of love more sweetly eloquent 
—than by the winter fireside? and as the hollow blast 
of wintry wind rushes through the hall, claps the 
distant door, whistles about the casement, and 
rumbles down the chimney, what can be more 
grateful than that feeling of sober and sheltered se- 
curity, with which we look round upon the comfort- 
able chamber and the scene of domestic hilarity ? 

The English, from the great prevalence of rural 
habit throughout every class of society, have always 
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been fond of those festivals and holidays which 
agreeably interrupt the stillness of country life ; 
and they were, in former days, particularly obsery- 
ant of the religious and social rights of Christmas. 
It is inspiring to read even the dry details which 
some antiquaries have given of the quaint humors, 
the burlesque pageants, the complete abandonment 
to mirth and good-fellowship, with which this festi- 
val was celebrated. It seemed to throw open every 
door, and unlock every heart. It brought the peas- 
ant and the peer together, and blended all ranks in 
one warm generous flow of joy and kindness. The 
old halls of castles and manor-houses resounded 
with the harp and the Christmas carol, and their 
ample boards groaned under the weight of hospital- 
ity. Even the poorest cottage welcomed the festive 
season With green decorations of bay and holly,— 
the cheerful fire glanced its rays through the lat- 
tice, inviting the passengers to raise the latch, and 
join the gossip knot huddled round the hearth, be- 
guiling the long evening with legendary jokes and 
oft-told Christmas tales. 

One of the least pleasing effects of modern re- 
finement is the havoc it has made among the hearty 
old holiday customs. It has completely taken off 
the sharp touchings and spirited reliefs of these 
embellishments of life, and has worn down society 
into a more smooth and polished, but certainly a 
less characteristic surface. Many of the games 
and ceremonials of Christmas have entirely disap- 
peared, and, like the sherris sack of old Falstaff, 
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are become matters-of speculation and dispute 
among commentators. They flourished in times 
full of spirit and lustihood, when men enjoyed life 
roughly, but heartily and vigorously ; times wild 


_ and picturesque, which have furnished poetry with 


its richest materials, and the drama with its most 
attractive variety of characters and manners. The 
world has become more worldly. There is more 
of dissipation, and less 6f enjoyment. Pleasure has 
expanded into a broader, but a shallower stream, 
and has forsaken many of those deep and quiet 
channels where it flowed sweetly through the calm 
bosom of domestic life. Society has acquired a 
more enlightened and elegant tone ; but it has lost 
many of its strong local peculiarities, its home-bred 
feelings, its honest fireside delights. The tradi- 
tionary customs of golden-hearted antiquity, its 
feudal hospitalities, and lordly wassailings, have 
passed away with the baronial castles and stately 
manor-houses in which they were celebrated. They 
comported with the shadowy hall, the great oaken 
gallery, and the tapestried parlor, but are unfitted 
to the light showy saloons and gay drawing-rooms 
of the modern villa. 

Shorn, however, as it is, of its ancient and festive 
honors, Christmas is still a period of delightful ex- 
citement in England. It is gratifying to see that 
home-feeling completely aroused which holds so 
powerful a place in every English bosom. The 


- preparations making on every side for the social 


board that is again to unite friends and kindred ; 
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the presents of good cheer passing and repassing, 
those tokens of regard, and quickeners of kind feel- 
ings ; the evergreens distributed about houses, and 
churches, the emblems of peace and gladness ;—all 
these have the most pleasing effect in producing 
fond associations, and kindling benevolent sym- 
pathies. Even the sound “of the -waits, rude as 
may be their minstrelsy, breaks upon the mid- 
watches of a winter night with the effect of perfect 
harmony. As I have been awakened by them in 
that still and solemn hour, ‘“ when deep sleep falleth 
upon man,” Ihave listened with a hushed delight, 
and, connecting them with the sacred and joyous 
occasion, have almost fancied them into another 
celestial choir, announcing peace and good-will to 
mankind. 

How delightfully the imagination, when wrought 
upon by these moral influences, turns every thing 
to melody and beauty! The very crowing of the 
cock, heard sometimes in the profound repose of 
the country, “ telling the night-watches to his feath- 
ery dames,” was thought by the common people to 
announce the approach of this sacred festival. 

‘* Some say that ever ’gainst that season comes 

Wherein our Saviour’s birth is celebrated, 

This bird of dawning singeth all night long ; 

And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad ; 
The nights are wholesome—then no planets strike. 


No fairy takes, no witch hath power to charm, 
So hallow’d and so gracious is the time.’ 


Amidst the general call to happiness, the bustle of 
the spirits, and stir of the affections, which prevail 
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at this period, what bosom can remain insensible ? 
It is, indeed, the season of regenerated feeling— 
the season for kindling, not merely the fire of hos- 
pitality 1 in the hall, but the genial flame of charity 
in the heart. 

The scene of early love again rises green to 
memory beyond the Sterile waste of years; and 
the idea of home, fraught with the fragrance of 
home-dwelling joys, reanimates the drooping spirit ; 
as the Arabian breeze will sometimes waft the 
freshness of the distant fields to the weary pilgrim 
of the desert. 

Stranger and sojourner as I am in the land— 
though for me no social hearth may blaze, no hos- 
pitable roof throw open its doors, nor the warm 
grasp of friendship welcome me at the threshold— 
yet I feel the influence of the season beaming into 
my soul from the happy looks of those around me. 
Surely, happiness is reflective, like the light of 
heaven ; and every countenance, bright with smiles, 
and glowing with innocent enjoyment, is a mirror 
transmitting to others the rays of a supreme and 
ever-shining benevolence. He who can turn 
churlishly away from contemplating the felicity of 
his fellow-beings, and can sit down darkling and 
repining in his loneliness when all around is joyful, 
may have his moments of strong excitement and 
selfish gratification, but he wants the genial and 
social sympathies which constitute the charm of a 


merry Christmas, 


THE STAGE-COACH 


Omne bené 
Sine poena 
Tempus est ludendi. 
Venit hora 
Absque mora 
Libros deponendi. 
OLD HoLipAy SCHOOL SONG, 


some general observations on the 
Christmas festivities of England, and 
am tempted to illustrate them by some 
anecdotes of a Christmas passed in the country ; 
in perusing which I would most courteously invite 
my reader to lay aside the austerity of wisdom, and 
to put on that genuine holiday spirit which is toler- 
ant of folly, and anxious only for amusement. 

In the course of a December tour in Yorkshire, 
I rode for along distance in one of the public 
coaches, on the day preceding Christmas. The 
coach was crowded, both inside and out, with pas- 
sengers, who, by their talk, seemed principally 
bound to the mansions of relations or friends, to 
eat the Christmas dinner. It was loaded also with 
hampers of game, and baskets and boxes of delica- 
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cies; and hares hung dangling their long ears 


about the coachman’s box, presents from distant 


friends for the impending feast. I had three fine 
rosy-cheeked boys for my fellow-passengers inside, 
full of the buxom health and manly spirit which I 
have observed in the children of this country. 
They were returning home for the holidays in high 
glee, and promising themselves a world of enjoy- 
ment. It was delightful to hear the gigantic plans 
of the little rogues, and the impracticable feats 
they were to perform during their six weeks’ eman- 
cipation from the abhorred thraldom of book, birch, 
and pedagogue. They were full of anticipations of 
the meeting with the family and household, down to 
the very cat and dog ; and of the joy they were to 
give their little sisters by the presents with which 
their pockets were crammed; but the meeting to 
which they seemed to look forward with the great- 
est impatience was with Bantam, which I found to 
be a pony, and, according to their talk, possessed 
of more virtues than any steed since the days of Bu- 
cephalus. How he could trot ! how he could run! 
and then such leaps as he would take—there was not 
a hedge in the whole country that he could not clear. 

They were under the particular guardianship of 
the coachman, to whom, whenever an opportunity 
presented, they addressed a host of questions, and 
pronounced him one of the best fellows in the world. 
Indeed, I could not but notice the more than ordi- 
nary air of bustle and importance of the coachman, 
who wore his hat a little on one side, and had a 
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large bunch of Christmas greens stuck in the but- 
ton-hole of his coat. He is always a personage full 
of mighty care and business, but he is particularly 
so during this season, having so many commissions 
to execute in consequence of the great interchange 
of presents. And here, perhaps, it may not be unac- 
ceptable to my untravelled readers, to have a sketch 
that may serve asa general representation of this 
very numerous and important class of functionaries 
who have a dress, a manner, a language, an air, 
peculiar to themselves, and prevalent throughout 
the fraternity ; so that, wherever an English stage- 
coachman may be seen, he cannot be mistaken for 
one of any other craft or mystery. 

He has commonly a broad, full face, curiously 
mottled with red, as if the blood had been forced 
by hard feeding into every vessel of the skin; he 
is swelled into jolly dimensions by frequent pota- 
tions of malt liquors, and his bulk is still further 
increased by a multiplicity of coats, in which he 
is buried like a cauliflower, the upper one reaching 
to his heels) He wears a broad-brimmed, low- 
crowned hat ; a huge roll of colored handkerchief 
about his neck, knowingly knotted and tucked in 
at the bosom; and has in summer time a large 
bouquet of flowers in his button-hole ; the present, 
most probably, of some enamoured country lass. 
His waistcoat is commonly of some bright color, 
striped, and his smallclothes extend far below the 
knees, to meet a pair of jockey boots which reach 
about half-way up his legs. 
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All this costume is maintained with much pre- 
cision ; he has a pride in having his clothes of 
excellent materials; and, notwithstanding the 
seeming grossness of his appearance, there is still 
discernible that neatness and propriety of person, 
which is almost inherent in an Englishman. He 
enjoys great consequence and consideration along 
the road ; has frequent conferences with the village 
housewives, who look upon him as a man of great 
trust and dependence ; and he seems to have a 
good understanding with every bright-eyed country 
lass. The moment he arrives where the horses are 
to be changed, he throws down the reins with 
something of an air, and abandons the cattle to 
the care of the hostler ; his duty being merely to 
drive from one stage toanother. When off the box, 
his hands are thrust into the pockets of his great- 
coat, and he rolls about the inn yard with an air of 
the most absolute lordliness. Here he is generally 
surrounded by an admiring throng of hostlers, 
stable-boys, shoeblacks, and those nameless hangers- 
on, that infest inns and taverns, and run errands, 
and do all kinds of odd jobs, for the privilege of 
battening on the drippings of the kitchen and the 
leakage of the tap-room. These all look up to him 
as to an oracle ; treasure up his cant phrases ; echo 
his opinions about horses and other topics of jockey 
lore ; and, above all, endeavor to imitate his air and 
carriage. Every ragamuffin that has a coat to his 
back, thrusts his hands in the pockets, rolls in his 
gait, talks slang, and is an embryo Coachey. 
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Perhaps it might be owing to the pleasing 
serenity that reigned in my own mind, that I 
fancied I saw cheerfulness in every countenance 
throughout the journey. A stage-coach, however, 
carries animation always with it, and puts the 
world in motion as it whirls along. The horn, 
sounded at the entrance of a village, produces a 
general bustle. Some hasten forth to meet friends ; 
some with bundles and vandboxes to secure places, 
and in the hurry of the moment can hardly take 
leave of the group that accompanies them. In the 
meantime, the coachman has a world of small com- 
missions to execute. Sometimes he delivers a hare 
or pheasant ; sometimes jerks a small parcel or 
newspaper to the door of a public house; and 
sometimes, with knowing leer and words of sly im- 
port, hands to some half-blushing, half-laughing 
housemaid an odd-shaped billetdoux from some 
rustic admirer. As the coach rattles through the 
village, every one runs to the window, and you 
have glances on every side of fresh country faces 
and blooming giggling girls. At the corners are 
assembled juntos of village idlers and wise men, 
who take their stations there for the important pur- 
pose of seeing company pass ; but the sagest knot 
is generally at the blacksmith’s, to whom the pass- 
ing of the coach is an advent fruitful of much 
speculation. The smith, with the horse’s heel in 
his lap, pauses as the vehicle whirls by ; the cy- 
clops round the anvil suspend their ringing ham- 
mers, and suffer the iron to grow cool; and the 
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sooty spectre, in brown-paper cap, laboring at the 
bellows, leans on the handle for a moment, and 
permits the asthmatic engine to heave a long-drawn 
sigh, while he glares through the murky smoke and 
sulphureous gleams of the smithy. 

Perhaps the impending holiday might have 
given a more than usual animation to the country, 
for it seemed to me as if everybody was in good 
looks and good spirits. Game, poultry, and other 
luxuries of the table were in brisk circulation in 
the village ; the grocers’, butchers’, and fruiterers’ 
shops were thronged with customers. The house- 
wives were stirring briskly about, putting their 
dwellings in order; and the glossy branches of 
holly, with their bright-red berries, began to ap- 
pear at the windows. The scene brought to 
mind an old writer’s account of Christmas prepa- 
rations: “Now capons and hens, beside turkey, 
geese, and ducks, with beef and mutton—must all 
die—for in twelve days a multitude of people will 
not be fed with a little. Now plums and spice, 
sugar and honey, square it among pies and broth. 
Now or never must music be in tune, for the youth 
must dance and sing to get them a heat, while the 
aged sit by the fire. The country maid leaves half 
her market, and must be sent again, if she forgets 
a pack of cards on Christmas eve. Great is the 
contention of holly and ivy, whether master or 
dame wears the breeches. Dice and cards benefit 
the butler ; and if the cook do not lack wit, he will 
sweetly lick his fingers.”’ 
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I was roused from this fit of luxurious meditation 
by a shout from my little travelling companions. 
They had been looking out of the coach windows 
for the last few miles, recognizing every tree and 
cottage as they approached home, and now there 
was a general burst of joy. “There’s John! and 
there ’s old Carlo! and there ’s Bantam!” cried 
the happy little rogues, clapping their hands. 

At the end of a lane there was an old sober- 
looking servant in livery, waiting for them ; he was 
accompanied by a superannuated pointer, and by 
the redoubtable Bantam, a little old rat of a pony, 
with a shaggy mane and long rusty tail, who stood 
dozing quietly by the roadside, little dreaming of 
the bustling times that awaited him. 

I was pleased to see the fondness with which the 
little fellows leaped about the steady old footman, 
and hugged the pointer, who wriggled his whole 
body for joy. But Bantam was the great object of 
interest ; all wanted to mount at once, and it was 
with some difficulty that John arranged that they 
should ride by turns, and the eldest should ride first. 

Off they set at last ; one on the pony, with the 
dog bounding and barking before him, and the 
others holding John’s hands ; both talking at once, 
and overpowering him with questions about home, 
and with school anecdotes. I looked after them 
with a feeling in which I do not know whether 
pleasure or melancholy predominated ; for I was 
reminded of those days when, like them, I had 
neither known care nor sorrow, and a holiday was 
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the summit of earthly felicity. We stopped a few 
moments afterwards to water the horses, and on 
resuming our route, a turn of the road brought us 
in sight of a neat country-seat. I could just distin- 
guish the forms of a lady and two young girls in 
the portico, and I saw my little comrades, with 
Bantath, Carlo, and old John, trooping along the 
carriage road. I leaned out of the coach window, 
in hopes of witnessing the happy meeting, but a 
grove of trees shut it from my sight. 

In the evening we reached a village where I had 
determined to pass the night. As we drove into 
the great gate-way of the inn, I saw on one side the 
light of a rousing kitchen fire beaming through a 
window. I entered, and admired, for the hundredth 
time, that picture of convenience, neatness, and 
broad honest enjoyment, the kitchen of an English 
inn. It was of spacious dimensions, hung round 
with copper and tin vessels highly polished, and 
decorated here and there with a Christmas green. 
Hams, tongues, and flitches of bacon were suspend- 
ed from the ceiling ; a smoke-jack made its cease- 
less clanking beside the fireplace, and a clock 
ticked in one corner. A well-scoured deal table 
extended along one side of the kitchen, with a 
cold round of beef, and other hearty viands upon 
it, over which two foaming tankards of ale seemed 
mounting guard. ‘Travellers of inferior order were 
preparing to attack this stout repast, while others 
sat smoking and gossiping over thcir ale on two 
high-backed oaken settles beside the fire. Trim 
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housemaids were hurrying backwards and forwards | 


under the directions of a fresh, bustling landlady ; 
but still seizing an occasional moment to exchange 
a flippant word, and have a rallying laugh, with the 
group round the fire. The scene completely real- 
ized Poor Robin’s humble idea of the comforts of 
midwinter. 


Now trees their leafy hats do bare 
To reverence winter’s silver hair ; 

A handsome hostess, merry host, 

A pot of ale now and a toast, 
Tobacco and a good coal-fire, 

Are things this season doth require.* 


Ihad not been long at the inn when a postrchaise 
drove up to the door. A young gentleman stept 
out, and by the light of the lamps I caught a glimpse 
of a countenance which I thought Iknew. Imoved 
forward to get a nearer view, when his eye caught 
mine ; I was not mistaken ; it was Frank Brace- 
bridge, a sprightly, good-humored young fellow, 
with whom I had once travelled on the continent. 
Our meeting was extremely cordial, for the counte- 
nance of an old fellow-traveller always brings up 
the recollection of a thousand pleasant scenes, odd 
adventures, and excellent jokes. To discuss all 
these in a transient interview at an inn was impos- 
sible ; and finding that I was not pressed for time, 
and was merely making a tour of observation, he 
insisted that I should give him a day or two at his 
father’s country-seat, to which he was going to pass 
the holidays, and which lay at a few miles’ distance, 


* Poor Robin’s Almanac, 1684. 
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“Tt is better than eating a solitary Christmas din- 
ner at an inn,” said he; “and I can assure you of 
a hearty welcome in something of the old-fashioned 
style.” His reasoning was cogent, and I must con- 
fess the preparation I had seen for universal festiv- 
ity and social enjoyment had made me feel a little 
impatient of my loneliness. I closed, therefore, at 
once, with his invitation ; the chaise drove up to 
the door, and in a few moments I was on my way 
to the family mansion of the Bracebridges. 


CHRISTMAS EVE. 


Saint Francis and Saint Benedight 
Blesse this house from wicked wight. 
From the night-mare and the goblin, 
That is hight good fellow Robin ; 
Keep it from all evil spirits, 
Fairies, weezels, rats, and ferrets : 

From curfew time 

To the next prime, 

CARTWRIGHT, 


es T wasa brilliant moonlight night, but ex- 

aif tremely cold ; our chaise whirled rap- 
idly over the frozen ground ; the post- 
boy smacked his whip incessantly, and 
apart of the time his horses were ona gallop. ‘He 
knows where he is going,” said my companion, 
laughing, “and is eager to arrive in time for some of 
the merriment and good cheer of the servants’ hall. 
My father, you must know, is a bigoted devotee of 
the old school, and prides himself upon keeping 
up something of old English hospitality. -He is a 
tolerable specimen of what you will rarely meet 
with nowadays in its purity, the old English coun- 
try-gentleman; for our men of fortune spend so 
much of their’time in town, and fashion is carried 
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so much into the country, that the strong, rich pe- 
culiarities of ancient rural life are almost polished 
away. My father, however, from early years, 
took honest Peacham* for his text-book, instead of 
Chesterfield ; he determined in his own mind that 
there was no condition more truly honorable and 
enviable than that of a country-gentleman on his 
paternal lands, and therefore passes the whole of 
his time on his estate. He is a strenuous advocate 
for the revival of the rural games and holiday ob- 
servances, and is deeply read in the writers, ancient 
and modern, who have treated on the subject. 
Indeed his favorite range of reading is among the 
authors who flourished at least two centuries since ; 
who, he insists, wrote and thought more like true 
Englishmen than any of their successors. He even 
regrets sometimes that he had not been born a few 
centuries earlier, when England was itself, and had 
its peculiar manners and customs. As he lives at 
some distance from the main road, in rather a 
lonely part of the country, without any rival gentry 
near him, he has that most enviable of all blessings 
to an Englishman, an opportunity of indulging the 
bent of his own humor without molestation. Being 
representative of the oldest family in the neighbor- 
hood, and a great part of the peasantry being his 
tenants, he is "much looked up to, and, in general, 
is known simply by the appellation of ‘The Squire’; 
a title which has been accorded to the head of the 
family since time immemorial. I think it best to 


* Peacham’s Complete Gentleman, 1622. 
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give you these hints about my worthy old father, to 
prepare you for any eccentricities that might other- 
wise appear absurd.” 

We had passed for some time along the wall of a 
park, and at length the chaise stopped at the gate. 
It was in a heavy, magnificent old style, of iron 
bars, fancifully wrought at top into flourishes and 
flowers. The huge square columns that supported 
the gate were surmounted by the family crest. 
Close adjoining was the porter’s lodge, sheltered 
under fir-trees and almost buried in shrubbery. 

The post-boy rang a large porter’s bell, which 
resounded through the still, frosty air, and was an- 
swered by the distant barking of dogs, with which 
the mansion-house seemed garrisoned. An old 
woman immediately appeared at the gate. As the 
moonlight fell strongly upon her, I had a full view 
of a little primitive dame, dressed very much in 
the antique taste, with a neat kerchief and stom- 
acher, and her silver hair peeping from under a cap 
of snowy whiteness. She came courtesying forth, 
with many expressions of simple joy at seeing her 
young master. Her husband, it seemed, was up at 
the house keeping Christmas eve in the servants’ 
hall; they could not do without him, as he was 
the best hand at a song and story in the house- 
hold. i 

My friend proposed that we should alight and 
walk through the park to the hall, which was at 
no great distance, while the chaise should follow 
on. Our road wound through a noble avenue of 
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trees, among the naked branches of which the 
moon glittered, as she rolled through the deep 
vault of a cloudless sky. The lawn beyond was 
sheeted with a slight covering of snow, which here 
and there sparkled as the moonbeams caught a 
frosty crystal; and at a distance might be seen 
a thin transparent vapor, stealing up from the low 
grounds and threatening gradually to shroud the 
landscape. 

My companion looked around him with trans- 
port: “ How often,” said he, “have I scampered 
up this avenue, on returning home on school va- 
cations! How often have I played under these 
trees whena boy ! I feel a degree of filial reverence 
for them, as we look up to those who have cher- 
ished us in childhood. My father was always 
scrupulous in exacting our holidays, and having us 
around him on family festivals. He used to direct 
and superintend our games with the strictness that 
some parents do the studies of their children, He 
was very particular that we should play the old 
English games according to their original form ; 
and consulted old books for precedent and author- 
ity for every ‘merrie disport’; yet I assure you 
there never was pedantry so delightful. It was the 
policy of the good old gentleman to make his chil- 
dren feel that home was the happiest place in the 
world; and I value this delicious home-feeling as 
one of the choicest gifts a parent could bestow.” 

We were interrupted by the clamor of a troop 
of dogs of all sorts and sizes, “mongrel, puppy, 
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whelp and hound, and curs of low degree,” that, 
disturbed by the ring of the porter’s bell and the 
rattling of the chaise, came bounding, open-mouthed, 
across the lawn. 


The little dogs and all, 
Tray, Blanch, and Sweetheart, see, they bark at me!” 


cried Bracebridge, laughing. At the sound of his 
voice, the bark was changed into a yelp of delight, 
and in a moment he was surrounded and almost 
overpowered by the caresses of the faithful anti- 
mals, 

We had now come in full view of the old fam- 
ily mansion, partly thrown in deep shadow, and 
partly lit up by the cool moonshine. It was an 
irregular building, of some magnitude, and seemed 
to be of the architecture of different periods. 
One wing was evidently very ancient, with heavy 
stone-shafted bow-windows jutting out and over- 
run with ivy, from among the foliage of which the 
small diamond-shaped panes of glass glittered with 
the moonbeams. The rest of the house was in the 
French taste of Charles the Second’s time, having 
been repaired and altered, as my friend told me, 
by one of his ancestors, who returned with that 
monarch at the Restoration. The grounds: about 
the house were laid out in the old formal manner 
of artificial flower-beds, clipped shrubberies, raised 
terraces, and heavy stone balustrades, ornamented 
with urns, a leaden statue or two, and a jet of water. 
The old gentleman, I was told, was extremely care- 
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ful to preserve this obsolete finery in all its original 
state. He admired this fashion in gardening ; it 
had an air of magnificence, was courtly and noble, 
and befitting good old family style. The boasted 
imitation of nature in modern gardening had sprung 
up with modern republican notions, but did not 
suit a monarchical government ; it smacked of the 
levelling system. I could not help smiling at this 
introduction of politics into gardening, though I 
expressed some apprehension that I should find 
the old gentleman rather intolerant in his creed. 
Frank assured me, however, that it was almost the 
only instance in which he had ever heard his father 
meddle with politics ; and he believed that he had 
got this notion from a member of parliament who 
once passed a few weeks with him. The squire 
was glad of any argument to defend his clipped 
yew-trees and formal terraces, which had been oc- 
casionally attacked by modern landscape-gardeners. 

As we approached the house, we heard the 
sound of music, and now and then a burst of 
laughter from one end of the building. This, 
Bracebridge said, must proceed from the servants’ 
hall, where a great deal of revelry was permitted, 
and even encouraged by the squire, throughout the 
twelve days of Christmas, provided every thing was 
done conformably to ancient usage. Here were 
kept up the old games of hoodman blind, shoe the 
wild mare, hot cockles, steal the white loaf, bob 
apple, and snap-dragon ; the Yule clog and Christ- 
mas candle were regularly burnt, and the mistletoe, 
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with its white berries, hung up, to the imminent 
peril of all the pretty housemaids.* 

So intent were the servants upon their sports 
that we had to ring repeatedly before we could 
make ourselves heard. On our arrival being an- 
nounced, the squire came out to receive us, ac- 
companied by his two other sons—one a young 
officer in the army, home on leave of absence ; the 
other an Oxonian, just from the university. The 
squire was a fine healthy-looking old gentleman, 
with silver hair curling lightly round an open florid 
countenance ; in which the physiognomist, with the 
advantage, like myself, of a previous hint or two, 
might discover a singular mixture of whim and 
benevolence. 

The family meeting was warm and affectionate : 
as the evening was far advanced, the squire would 
not permit us to change our travelling dresses, but 
ushered us at once to the company, which was as- 
sembled in alarge old-fashioned hall. It was com- 
posed of different branches of a numerous family 
connection, where there were the usual proportion 
of old uncles and aunts, comfortable married 
dames, superannuated spinsters, blooming country 
cousins, half-fledged striplings, and _bright-eyed 
boarding-school hoydens. They were variously 
occupied ; some at a round game of card ; others 
conversing around the fireplace ; at one end of the 

* The mistletoe is still hung up in farm-houses and kitchens 
at Christmas ; and the young men have the privilege of kiss- 


ing the girls under it, plucking each time a berry from the 
bush. When the berries are all plucked, the privilege ceases, 
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hall was a group of the young folks, some nearly 
grown up, others of a more tender and budding 
age, fully engrossed by a merry game ; and a pro- 
fusion of wooden horses, penny trumpets, and tat- 
tered dolls, about the floor, showed traces of a 
troop of little fairy beings, who, having frolicked 
through a happy day, had been carried off to slum- 
ber through a peaceful night. 

While the mutual greetings were going on be- 
tween young Bracebridge and his relatives, I had 
time to scan the apartment. I have called it a 
hall, for so it had certainly been in old times, and 
the squire had evidently endeavored to restore it 
to something of its primitive state. Over the heavy 
projecting fireplace was suspended a picture of a 
warrior in armor, standing by a white horse, and 
on the opposite wall hung a helmet, buckler, and 
lance. At one end an enormous pair of antlers 
were inserted in the wall, the branches serving as 
hooks on which to suspend hats, whips, and spurs ; 
and in the corners of the apartment were fowling- 
pieces, fishing-rods, and other sporting implements. 
The furniture was of the cumbrous workmanship 
of former days, though some articles of modern 
convenience had been added, and the oaken floor 
had been carpeted ; so that the whole presented 
an odd mixture of parlor and hall. 

The grate had been removed from the wide, 
overwhelming fireplace, to make way for a fire of 
wood, in the midst of which was an enormous log 
glowing and blazing, and sending forth a vast vol- 
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ume of light and heat; this I understood was the 
Yule clog, which the squire was particular in having 
brought in and illumined on a Christmas eve, 
according to ancient custom.* 

It was really delightful to see the old squire 
seated in his hereditary elbow-chair, by the hospi- 
table fireside of his ancestors, and looking around 
him like the sun of a system, beaming warmth and 
gladness to every heart. Even the very dog that 
lay stretched at his feet, as he lazily shifted his 
position and yawned, would look fondly up in his 
master’s face, wag his tail against the floor, and 
stretch himself again to sleep, confident of kindness 
and protection. There is an emanation: from the 
heart in genuine hospitality which cannot be de- 
scribed, but is immediately felt, and puts the 


* The Yule clog is a great log of wood, sometimes the root 
of a tree, brought into the house with great ceremony, on 
Christmas eve, laid in the fireplace, and lighted with the brand 
of last year’s clog. While it lasted there was great drinking, 
singing, and telling of tales. Sometimes it was accompanied 
by Christmas candles ; but in the cottages the only light was 
from the ruddy blaze of the great wood fire. The Yule clog 
was to burn all night ; if it went out it was considered a sign 
of ill-luck, 

Herrick mentions it in one of his songs :— 

‘* Come, bring with a noise, 
My merrie, merrie boyes, 

The Christmas log to the firing; 
While my good dame, she 
Bids ye all be free, 

And drink to your hearts’ desiring.’’ 

The Yule clog is still burnt in many farm-houses and kitch- 
ens in England, particularly in the north, and there are several 
superstitions connected with it among the peasantry. If a 
squinting person come to the house while it is burning, or a 
person barefooted, it is considered an illomen. The brand 
remaining from the Yule clog is carefully put away to light 
the next year’s Christmas fire. 
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stranger at once at his ease. I had not been seated 
many minutes by the comfortable hearth of the 
worthy old cavalier, before I found myself as much 
at home as if I had been one of the family. 

Supper was announced shortly after our arrival. 
It was served up in a spacious oaken chamber, the 
panels of which shone with wax, and around which 
were several family portraits decorated with holly 
and ivy. Besides the accustomed lights, two great 
wax tapers, called Christmas candles, wreathed 
with greens, were placed on a highly polished 
beaufet among the family plate. The table was 
abundantly spread with substantial fare; but the 
squire made his supper of frumenty, a dish made 
of wheat cakes boiled in milk, with rich spices, 
being astanding dish in old times for Christmas eve. 

I was happy to find my old friend, minced-pie, 
in the retinue of the feast; and finding him to 
be perfectly orthodox, and that I need not be 
ashamed of my predilection, I greeted him with all 
the warmth wherewith we usually greet an old.and 
very genteel acquaintance. 

The mirth of the company was greatly promoted 
by the humors of an eccentric personage whom 
Mr. Bracebridge always addressed with the quaint 
appellation of MasterSimon. He was a tight, brisk 
little man, with the air of an arrant old bachelor. 
His nose was shaped like the bill of a parrot; his 
face slightly pitted with the small-pox, with a dry 
» perpetual bloom on it, like a frost-bitten leaf in 
autumn, He had an eye of great quickness and 
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vivacity, with a drollery and lurking waggery of ex- 
pression that was irresistible. He was evidently 
the wit of the family, dealing very much in sly 
jokes and innuendoes with the ladies, and making 
infinite merriment by harping upon old themes ; 
which, unfortunately, my ignorance of the family 
chronicles did not permit me to enjoy. It seemed 
to be his great delight during supper to keep a 
young girl next him in a continual agony of stifled 
laughter, in spite of her awe of the reproving looks 
of her mother, who sat opposite. Indeed, he was 
the idol of the younger part of the company, who 
laughed at every thing he said or did, and at every 
turn of his countenance. I could not wonder at 
it ; for he must have been a miracle of accomplish- 
ments in their eyes. He could imitate Punch and 
Judy ; make an old woman of his hand, with the 
assistance of a burnt cork and pocket-handker- 
chief ; and cut an orange into such a ludicrous 
caricature, that the young folks were ready to die 
with laughing. 

I was led briefly into his history by Frank Brace- 
bridge. He was an old bachelor, of a small in- 
dependent income, which, by careful management, 
was sufficient for allhis wants. He revolved through 
the family system like a vagrant comet in its orbit ; 
sometimes visiting one branch, and sometimes an- 
other quite remote ; as is often the case with gen- 
tlemen of extensive connections and small fortunes 
in England. He had a chirping, buoyant disposi- 
tion, always enjoying the present moment; and 
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his frequent change of scene and company pre- 
vented his acquiring those rusty unaccommodating 
habits, with which old bachelors are so uncharitably 
charged. He was a complete family chronicle, 
being versed in the genealogy, history, and inter- 
marriages of the whole house of Bracebridge, 
which made him a great favorite with the old 
folks ; he was a beau of all the elder ladies and 
superannuated spinsters, among whom he was 
habitually considered rather a young fellow, and 
he was master of the revels among the children; 
so that there was not a more popular being in the 
sphere in which he moved than Mr. Simon Brace- 
bridge. Of late years, he had resided almost en- 
tirely with the squire, to whom he had become a 
factotum, and whom he particularly delighted by 
jumping with his humor in respect to old times, 
and by having a scrap of an old song to suit every 
occasion. We had presently a specimen of his last- 
mentioned talent ; for no sooner was supper re- 
moved, and spiced wines and other beverages 
peculiar to the season introduced, than Master 
Simon was called on for a good old Christmas 
song. He bethought himself for a moment, and 
then, with a sparkle of the eye, and a voice that 
was by no means bad, excepting that ran occasion- 
ally into a falsetto, like the notes of a split reed, 
he quavered forth a quaint old ditty. 


‘“ Now Christmas is come, 
Let us beat up the drum, 
And call all our neighbors together, 
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And when they appear, 
Let us make them such cheer, 
As will keep out the wind and the weather,” etc. 


The supper had disposed every one to gayety, 
and an old harper was summoned from the servants’ 
hall, where he had been strumming all the evening, 
and to all appearance comforting himself with some 
of the squire’s home-brewed. He was a kind of 
hanger-on, I was told, of the establishment, and, 
though ostensibly a resident of the village, was of- 
tener to be found in the squire’s kitchen than his 
own home, the old gentleman being fond of the 
sound of “harp in hall.” 

The dance, like most dances after supper, was a 
merry one; some of the older folks joined in it, 
and the squire himself figured down several couple 
with a partner, with whom he affirmed he had 
danced at every Christmas for nearly half a cen- 
tury. Master Simon, who seemed to be a kind of 
connecting link between the old times and the new, 
and to be withal a little antiquated in the taste of 
his accomplishments, evidently piqued himself on 
his dancing, and was endeavoring to gain credit by 
the heel and toe, rigadoon, and other graces of the 
ancient school ; but he had unluckily assorted him- 
self with a little romping girl from boarding-school, 
who, by her wild vivacity, kept him continually on 
the stretch, and defeated all his sober attempts at 
elegance :—such are the ill-assorted matches to 
which antique gentlemen are unfortunately prone ! 

The young Oxonian, on the contrary, had led 
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out one of his maiden aunts, on whom the rogue 
played a thousand little knaveries with impunity : 
he was full of practical jokes, and his delight was 
to tease his aunts and cousins; yet, like all mad- 
cap youngsters, he was a universal favorite among 
the women. The most interesting couple in the 
dance was the young officer and a ward of the 
squire’s, a beautiful blushing girl of seventeen. 
From several shy glances which I had noticed in 
the course of the evening, I suspected there was a 
little kindness growing up between them ; and, in- 
deed, the young soldier was just the hero to capti- 
vate a romantic girl. He was tall, slender, and 
handsome, and, like most young British officers of 
late years, had picked up various small accomplish- 
ments on the Continent ;—he could talk French and 
Italian—draw landscapes—sing very tolerably— 
dance divinely ; but, above all, he had been wounded 
at Waterloo :—what girl of seventeen, well read in 
poetry and romance, could resist such a mirror of 
chivalry and perfection ! 

The moment the dance was over, he caught up a 
guitar, and, lolling against the old marble fireplace, 
in an attitude which I am half inclined to suspect 
was studied, began the little French air of the 
Troubadour. The squire, however, exclaimed 
against having any thing on Christmas eve but good 
old English ; upon which the young minstrel, cast- 
ing up his eye for a moment, as if in an effort of 
memory, struck into another strain, and, with a 
charming air of gallantry, gave Herrick’s “ Night- 


Piece to Julia,” 
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Her eyes the glowworm lend thee, 
The shooting stars attend thee, 

And the elves also, 

Whose little eyes glow 
Like the sparks of fire, befriend thee. 


No Will-o’-the-Wisp mislight thee ; 
Nor snake nor slowworm bite thee ; 
But on, on thy way, 
Not making a stay, 
Since ghost there is none to affright thee. 


Then let not the dark thee cumber ; 
What though the moon does slumber, 
The stars of the night 
Will lend thee their light, 
Like tapers clear without number. 


Then, Julia, let me woo thee, 

Thus, thus to come unto me, 
And when I shall meet 
Thy silvery feet, 

My soul I ’ll pour into thee. 

The song might or might not have been intended 
in compliment to the fair Julia, for so I found his 
partner was called; she, however, was certainly 
unconscious of any such application, for she never 
looked at the singer, but kept her eyes cast upon 
the floor. Her face was suffused, it is true, with a 
beautiful blush, and there was a gentle heaving of 
the bosom, but all that was doubtless caused by the 
exercise of the dance ; indeed, so great was her in- 
difference, that she amused herself with plucking 
to pieces a choice bouquet of hot-house flowers, 
and by the time the song was concluded the nose- 
gay lay in ruins on the floor. 

The party now broke up for the night with the 
kind-hearted old custom of shaking hands, As I 
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passed through the hall, on my way to my chamber, 
the dying embers of the Yule clog still sent forth 
a dusky glow, and had it not been the season when 
“no spirit dares stir abroad,’ I should have been 
half tempted to steal from my room at midnight, 
and peep whether the fairies might not be at their 
revels about the hearth. 

My chamber was in the old part of the man- 
sion, the ponderous furniture of which might have 
been fabricated in the days of the giants. The 
room was panelled with cornices of heavy carved 
work, in which flowers and grotesque faces were 
strangely intermingled ; and a row of black-look- 
ing portraits stared mournfully at me from the 
walls. The bed was of rich, though faded dam- 
ask, with a lofty tester, and stood in a niche op- 
posite a bow-window. I had scarcely got into 
bed when a strain of music seemed to break forth 
in the air just below the window. I listened, and 
found it proceeded from a band, which I concluded 
to be the waits from some neighboring village. 
They went round the house, playing under the 
windows. I drew aside the curtains to hear them 
more distinctly. The moonbeams fell through the 
upper part of the casement, partially lighting up 
the antiquated apartment. The sounds, as they 
receded, became more soft and aérial, and seemed 
to accord with the quiet and moonlight. I listened 
and listened,—they became more and more tender 
‘and remote, and, as they gradually died away, my 
head sunk upon the pillow, and I fell asleep, 
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Dark and dull night, flie hence away, 
And give the honor to this day 
That sees December turn’d to May. 


. 


Why does the chilling winter’s morne 

Smile like a field beset with corn ? 

Or smell like to a meade new-shorne, 

Thus on the sudden ? —Come and see 

The cause why things thus fragrant be. 
HERRICK. 


HEN I awoke the next morning, it 
seemed as if all the events of the pre- 
ceding evening had been a dream, and 
nothing but the identity of the ancient 

chamber convinced me of their reality. While I 

lay musing on my pillow, I heard the sound of little 

feet pattering outside of the door, and a whispering 
consultation. Presently a choir of small voices 


chanted forth an old Christmas carol, the burden 
of which was— 


Rejoice, our Saviour he was born 
On Christmas day in the morning. 


I rose softly, slipt on my clothes, opened the 
door suddenly, and beheld one of the most beau- 
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tiful little fairy groups that a painter could imagine. 
It consisted of a boy and two girls, the eldest 
not more than six, and lovely as seraphs. They 
were going the rounds of the house, and sing- 
ing at every chamber door; but my sudden ap- 
pearance frightened them into mute bashfulness. 
They remained for a moment playing on their lips 
with their fingers, and now and then stealing a shy 
glance from under their eyebrows, until, as if by 
one impulse, they scampered away, and as they 
turned an angle of the gallery, I heard them laugh- 
ing in triumph at their escape. 

Every thing conspired to produce kind and happy 
feelings in this stronghold of old-fashioned hospi- 
tality. The window of my chamber looked out 
upon what in summer would have been a beautiful 
landscape. There was a sloping lawn, a fine stream 
winding at the foot of it, and a tract of park be- 
yond, with noble clumps of trees and herds of 
deer. At a distance was a neat hamlet, with the 
»smoke from the cottage chimneys hanging over it; 
and a church with its dark spire in strong relief 
against the clear, cold sky. The house was sur- 
rounded with evergreens, according to the English 
custom, which would have given almost an appear- 
ance of summer; but the morning was extremely 
frosty ; the light vapor of the preceding evening 
had been precipitated by the cold, and covered all 
the trees and every blade of grass with its fine 
crystallizations. The rays of a bright morning sun 
had a dazzling effect among the glittering foliage. 
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A robin, perched upon the top of a mountain-ash 
that hung its clusters of red berries just before my 
window, was basking himself in the sunshine, and 
piping a few querulous notes ; and a peacock was 
displaying all the glories of his train, and strutting 
with the pride and gravity of a Spanish grandee, on 
the terrace walk below. 

I had scarcely dressed myself, when a servant 
appeared to invite me to family prayers. He 
showed me the way to a small chapel in the old 
wing of the house, where I found the principal part 
of the family already assembled in a kind of gal- 
lery, furnished with cushions, hassocks, and large 
prayer-books ; the servants were seated on benches 
below. The old gentleman read prayers from a 
desk in front of the gallery, and Master Simon 
acted as clerk, and made the responses; and I 
must do him the justice t@ say that he acquitted 
himself with great gravity and decorum. 

The service was followed by a Christmas carol, 
which Mr. Bracebridge himself had constructed - 
from a poem of his favorite author, Herrick ; and 
it had been adapted to an old church melody by 
Master Simon. As there were several good voices 
among the household, the effect was extreme- 
ly pleasing; but I was particularly gratified 
by the exaltation of heart, and sudden sally of 
grateful feeling, with which the worthy squire 
delivered one stanza; his eye glistening, and his 
voice rambling out of all the bounds of time and 
tune ; 
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“°T is thou that crown’st my glittering hearth 

With guiltlesse mirth, 

And giv’st me wassaile bowles to drink 
Spiced to the brink; 

Lord, ’t is thy plenty-dropping hand 
That soils my land; 

And giv’st me for my bushell sowne, 
Twice ten for one.” 

I afterwards understood that early morning ser- 
vice was read on every Sunday and saint’s day 
throughout the year, either by Mr. Bracebridge or 
by some member of the family., It was once al- 
most universally the case at the seats of the nobili- 
ty and gentry of England, and it is much to be 
regretted that the custom is falling into neglect ; 
for the dullest observer must be sensible of the or- 
der and serenity prevalent in those households 
where the occasional exercise of a beautiful form 
of worship in the morning gives, as it were, the 
key-note to every tengper for the day, and attunes 
every spirit to harmony. 

Our breakfast consisted of what the squire de- 
nominated true old English fare. He indulged in 
some bitter lamentations over modern breakfasts of 
tea and toast, which he censured as among the 
causes of modern effeminacy and weak nerves, and 
the decline of old English heartiness ; and though 
he admitted them to his table to suit the palates of 
his guests, yet there was a brave display of cold 
meats, wine, and ale, on the sideboard. 

After breakfast I walked about the grounds with 
Frank Bracebridge and Master Simon, or, Mr. Si- 
mon, as he was called by everybody but the squire. 
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We were escorted by a number of gentlemanlike 
dogs, that seemed loungers about the establishment, 
from the frisking spaniel to the steady old stag- 
hound,—the last of which was of a race that had 
been in the family time out of mind ; they were all 
obedient to a dog-whistle which hung to Master 
Simon’s button-hole, and in the midst of their gam- 
bols would glance an eye occasionally upon a small 
switch he carried in his hand. 

The old mansign had a still more venerable look 
in the yellow sunshine than by pale moonlight, 
and I could not but feel the force of the squire’s 
idea, that the formal terraces, heavily moulded bal- 
ustrades, and clipped yew-trees carried with them 
an air of proud aristocracy. ‘There appeared to be 
an unusual number of peacocks about the place, 
and I was making some remarks upon what I 
termed a flock of them, that*were basking under a 
sunny wall, when I was ‘gently corrected in my 
phraseology by Master Simon, who told me that, 
according to the most ancient and approved treatise 
on hunting, I must say a muster of peacocks. “In 
the same way,” added he, with a slight air of ped- 
antry, “we say a flight of doves or swallows, a 
bevy of quails, a herd of deer, of wrens, or cranes, 
a skulk, of foxes, or a building of rooks.” He 
went on to inform me that, according to Sir An- 
thony Fitzherbert, we ought to ascribe to this bird 
“both understanding and glory ; for, being praised, 
he will presently set up his tail, chiefly against the 
sun, to the intent you may the better behold the 
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beauty thereof. But at the fall of the leaf, when 
his tail falleth, he will mourn and hide himself in 
corners, till his tail come again as it was.” 

I could not help smiling at this display of small 
erudition on so whimsical a subject ; but I found 
that the peacocks were birds of some consequence 
at the hall; for Frank Bracebridge informed me 
that they were great favorites with his father, who 
was extremely careful to keep up the breed ; partly 
because they belonged to chivalry, and were in 
great request at the stately banquets of the olden 
time, and partly because they had a pomp and mag- 
nificence about them, highly becoming an old family 
mansion. Nothing, he was accustomed to say, had 
an air of greater state and dignity than a peacock 
perched upon an antique stone balustrade. 

Master Simon had now to hurry off, having an 
appointment at the parish church with the village 
choristers, who were to perform some music of his 
selection. ‘There was something extremely agree- 
able in the cheerful flow of animal spirits of the 
little man ; and I confess I had been somewhat sur- 
prised at his apt quotations from authors who cer- 
tainly were not in the range of every-day reading. 
I mentioned this last circumstance to Frank Brace- 
bridge, who told me with a smile that Master Si- 
mon’s whole stock of erudition was confined to 
some half a dozen old authors, which the squire 
had put into his hands, and which he read over 
and over, whenever he had a studious fit, as he 
sometimes had on a rainy day or a long winter 
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evening. Sir Anthony Fitzherbert’s Book of Hus- 
bandry ; Markham’s Country Contentments ; the 
Tretyse of Hunting, by Sir Thomas Cockayne, 
Knight ; Izaac Walton’s Angler, and two or three 
more such ancient worthies of the pen, were his 
standard authorities ; and, like all men who know 
but a few books, he looked up to them with a kind of 
idolatry, and quoted them on all occasions. As to 
his songs, they were chiefly picked out of old books | 
in the squire’s library, and adapted to tunes that 
were popular among the choice spirits of the last 
century. His practical application of scraps of 
literature, however, had caused him to be looked 
upon asa prodigy of book knowledge by all the 
grooms, huntsmen, and small sportsmen of the 
neighborhood. 

While we were talking we heard the distant toll- 
ing of the village-bell, and I was told that the squire 
was a little particular in having his household at 
church on a Christmas morning; considering it a 
day of pouring out of thanks and rejoicing ; for, as 
old Tusser observed, 

‘“At Christmas be merry, and thankful withal, 

And feast thy poor neighbors, the great with the small.” 

“Tf you are disposed to go to church,” said 
Frank Bracebridge, “ I can promise you a specimen 
of my cousin Simon’s musical achievements. As 
the church is destitute of an organ, he has formed 
a band from the village amateurs, and established 
a musical club for their improvement ; he has also 
sorted a choir, as he sorted my father’s pack of 
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hounds, according to the directions of Jervaise 
Markham, in his Country Contentments; for the 
bass he has sought out all the ‘ deep, solemn mouths,’ 
and for the tenor the ‘loud-ringing mouths,’ among 
the country bumpkins ; and for ‘sweet mouths,’ he 
has culled with curious taste among the prettiest 
lasses in the neighborhood ; though these last, he 
affirms, are the most difficult to keep in tune ; your 
pretty female singer being exceedingly wayward and 
capricious, and very liable to accident.” 

As the morning, though frosty, was remarkably 
fine and clear, the most of the family walked to the 
church, which was a very old building of gray 
stone, and stood near a village, about half a mile 
from the park gate. Adjoining it was a low, snug 
parsonage, which seemed coeval with the church. 
The front of it was perfectly matted with a yew- 
tree, that had been trained against its walls, through 
the dense foliage of which, apertures had been 
formed to admit light into the small antique lattices. 
As we passed this sheltered nest, the parson issued 
forth and preceded us. 

I had expected to see a sleek, well-conditioned 
pastor, such as is often found in a snug living in 
the vicinity of a rich patron’s table ; but I was dis- 
appointed. The parson was a little, meagre, black- 
looking man, with a grizzled wig that was too wide, 
and stood off from each ear; so that his head 
seemed to have shrunk away within it, like a dried 
filbert in its shell. He wore a rusty coat, with 
great skirts, and pockets that would have held the 
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church Bible and prayer-book ; and his small legs 
seemed still smaller, from being planted in large 
shoes, decorated with enormous buckles. 

I was informed by Frank Bracebridge that the 
parson had been a chum of his father’s at Oxford, 
and had received this living shortly after the latter 
had come to his estate. He was acomplete black- 
letter hunter, and would scarcely read a work 
printed in the Roman character. The editions of 
Caxton and Wynkin de Worde were his delight ; 
and he was indefatigable in his researches after 
such old English writers as have fallen into obliv- 
ion from their worthlessness. In deference, per- 
haps, to the notions of Mr. Bracebridge, he had 
made diligent investigations into the festive rites 
and holiday customs of former times; and had 
been as zealous in the inquiry as if he had been a 
boon companion ; but it was merely with that plod- 
ding spirit with which men of adjust temperament 
follow up any track of study, merely because it is 
denominated learning; indifferent to its intrinsic 
nature, whether it be the illustration of the wisdom 
or of the ribaldry and obscenity of antiquity. He 
had pored over these old volumes so intensely, that 
they seemed to have been reflected in his counte- 
nance; which, if the face be indeed an index of 
the mind, might be compared to a title-page of 
black-letter. 

On reaching the church porch, we found the par- 
son rebuking the gray-headed sexton for having 
used mistletoe among the greens with which the 
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church was decorated. It was, he observed, an un- 
holy plant, profaned by having been used by the 
, Druids in their mystic ceremonies ; and though it 
might be innocently employed in the festive orna- 
menting of halls and kitchens, yet it had been 
deemed by the fathers of the Church as unhal- 
lowed and totally unfit for sacred purposes. So 
tenacious was he on this point, that the poor sexton 
was obliged to strip down a great part of the hum- 
ble trophies of his taste, before the parson would 
consent to enter upon the service of the day. 

The interior of the church was venerable but 
simple ; on the walls were several mural monu- 
ments of the Bracebridges, and just beside the altar 
was a tomb of ancient workmanship, on which lay 
the effigy of a warrior in armor, with his legs 
crossed, a sign of his having been a Crusader. I 
was told it was one of the family who had signal- 
ized himself in the Holy Land, and the same whose 
picture hung over the fireplace in the hall. 

During service Master Simon stood up in the 
pew, and repeated the responses very audibly ; 
evincing that kind of ceremonious devotion punct- 
ually observed by a gentleman of the old school, 
and a man of old family connections. I observed, 
too, that he turned over the leaves of a folio 
prayer-book with something of a flourish ; possi- 
bly to show off an enormous seal-ring which en- 
riched one of his fingers, and which had the look of 
a family relic. But he was evidently most solicitous 
about the musical part of the service, keeping his 
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eye fixed intently on the choir, and beating time 
with much gesticulation and emphasis. 

The orchestra was in a small gallery, and pre-, 
sented a most whimsical grouping of heads, piled 
one above the other, among which I particularly 
noticed that of the village tailor, a pale fellow with 
a retreating forehead and chin, who played on the 
clarionet, and seemed to have blown his face toa 
point ; and there was another, a short, pursy man, 
stooping and laboring at a bass-viol, so as to show 
nothing but the top of a round bald head, like the 
egg of an ostrich, There were two or three pretty 
faces among the female singers, to which the keen 
air of a frosty morning had given a bright rosy tint ; 
but the gentleman choristers had evidently been 
chosen, like old Cremona fiddles, more for tone 
than looks; and as several: had to sing from the 
same book, there were clusterings of odd physiog- 
nomies, not unlike those groups of cherubs we some- 
times see on country tombstones. 

The usual services of the choir were managed 
tolerably well, the vocal parts generally lagging a 
little behind the instrumental, and some loitering 
fiddler now and then making up for lost time by 
travelling over a passage with prodigious celerity, 
and clearing more bars than the keenest fox- 
hunter to be inat the death. But the great trial 
was an anthem that had been prepared and arranged 
by Master Simon, and on which he had founded 
great expectation. Unluckily there was a blunder 
at the very outset ; the musicians became flurried ; 
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Master Simon was inafever; every thing went on 
lamely and irregularly until they came to a chorus 
beginning “Now let us sing with one accord,” 

“which seemed to be a signal for parting company ; 
all became discord and confusion ; each shifted for 
himself, and got to the end as well, or, rather, as 
soon as he could, excepting one old chorister in a 
pair of horn spectacles, bestriding and pinching a 
long sonorous nose ; who happened to stand a little 
apart, and, being wrapped up in his own melody, 
kept on a quavering course, wriggling his head, 
ogling his book, and winding all up by a nasal solo 
of at least three bars’ duration. 

The parson gave us a most erudite sermon on 
the rites and ceremonies of Christmas, and the 
propriety of observing it not merely as a day of 
thanksgiving, but of rejoicing ; supporting the cor- 
rectness of his opinions by the earliest usages of 
the Church, and enforcing them by the authorities of 
Theophilus of Cesarea, St. Cyprian, St. Chrysostom, 
St. Augustine, and a cloud more of saints and 
fathers, from whom he made copious quotations. 
I was a little at a loss to perceive the necessity of 
such a mighty array of forces to maintain a point 
which no one present seemed inclined to dispute ; 
but I soon found that the good man had a legion 
of ideal adversaries to contend with ; having, in the 
course of his researches on the subject of Christ- 

mas, got completely embroiled in the sectarian con- 
troversies of the Revolution, when the Puritans 
made such a fierce assault upon the ceremonies of 
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the Church, and poor old Christmas was driven out 
of the land by proclamation of Parliament.* The 
worthy parson lived but with times past, and knew 
but little of the present. 
Shut up among worm-eaten tomes in the retire- 
ment of his antiquated little study, the pages of 
old times were to him as the gazettes of the day ; 
while the era of the Revolution was mere modern 
history. He forgot that nearly two centuries had 
elapsed since the fiery persecution of poor mince- 
pie throughout the land ; when plum-porridge was 
denounced as “mere popery,” and roast-beef as 
anti-Christian; and that Christmas had been 
brought in again triumphantly with the merry 
court of King Charles at the Restoration. He 
kindled into warmth with the ardor of his contest, 
and the host of imaginary foes with whom he had 
to combat ; he had a stubborn conflict with old 
Prynne and two or three other forgotten cham- 
pions of the Roundheads on the subject of Christ- 
mas festivity ; and concluded by urging his hear- 
*From The fying Eagle, a small gazette, published 
December 24, 1652 :— ‘‘ The House spent much time this 
day about the business of the Navy, for settling the affairs 
at sea, and before they rose, were presented with a terrible 
remonstrance against Christmas day, grounded upon divine 
Scriptures, 2 Cor. v. 16; 1 Cor. xv. 14, 17; and in honor of 
the Lord’s Day, grounded upon these Scriptures, John xx. I ; 
Rev. i. 10; Psalm cxviii. 24 ; Lev. xxiii. 7, 11 ; Mark xy. 8 ; 
Psalm Ixxxiv. 10, in which Christmas is called Anti-christ’s 
masse, and those Masse-mongers and Papists who observe it, 
etc. In consequence of which Parliament spent some time 
in consultation about the abolition of Christmas day, passed 


orders to that effect, and resolved to sit on the following day, 
which was commonly called Christmas day.” 
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ers, in the most solemn and affecting manner, to 
stand to the traditional customs of their fathers, 
and feast and make merry on this joyful anniver- 
sary of the Church. 

I have seldom known a sermon attended ap- 
parently with more immediate effects; for on 
leaving the church the congregation seemed one 
and all possessed with the gayety of spirit so earn- 
estly enjoined by their pastor. The elder folks 
gathered in knots in the churchyard, greeting and 
shaking hands ; and the children ran about crying 
Ule! Ule! and repeating some uncouth rhymes,* 
which the parson, who had joined us, informed me 
had been handed down from days of yore. The 
villagers doffed their hats to the squire as he passed, 
giving him the good wishes of the season with every 
appearance of heartfelt sincerity, and were invited 
by him to the hall, to take something to keep out 
the cold of the weather; and I heard blessings 
uttered by several of the poor, which convinced 
me that, in the midst of his enjoyments, the worthy 
old cavalier had not forgotten the true Christmas 
virtue of charity. 

On our way homeward his heart seemed over- 
bowed with generous and happy feelings. As we 
passed over a rising ground which commanded 
something of a prospect, the sounds of rustic mer- 
riment now and then reached our ears ; the squire 

Pa Wes Wile 


Three puddings in a pule 
Crack nuts and cry ule!” 
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paused for a few moments, and looked around with 
an air of inexpressible benignity. The beauty of 
the day was of itself sufficient to inspire philan- 
thropy. Notwithstanding .the frostiness of the 
morning, the sun in his cloudless journey had ac- 
quired sufficient power to melt away the thin coy- 
ering of snow from every southern declivity, and to 
bring out the living green which adorns an English 
landscape even in midwinter. Large tracts of smil- 
ing verdure contrasted with the dazzling whiteness 
of the shaded slopes and hollows. Every sheltered 
bank, on which the broad rays rested, yielded its 
silver rill of cold and lmpid water, glittering 
through the dripping grass ; and sent up slight ex- 
halations to contribute to the thin haze that hung 
just above the surface of the earth. There was 
something truly cheering in this triumph of warmth 
and verdure over the frosty thraldom of winter ; it 
was, as the squire observed, an emblem of Christ- 
mas hospitality, breaking through the chills of cere- 
mony and selfishness, and thawing every heart into 
a flow. He pointed with pleasure to the indica- 
tions of good cheer reeking from the chimneys of 
the comfortable farm-houses and low thatched cot- 
tages. “T love,” said he, “to see this day well 
kept by rich and poor ; it is a great thing to have 
one day in the year, at least, when you are sure of 
being welcome wherever you go, and of having, as 
it were, the world all thrown open to you; and I 
am almost disposed to join with Poor Robin, in his 


malediction on every churlish enemy to this honest 
festival,— 
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‘Those who at Christmas do repine 
And would fain hence dispatch him, 
May they with old Duke Humphry dine, 
Or else may Squire Ketch catch ’em.”’ 


The squire went on to lament the deplorable de- 
cay of the games and amusements which were once 
prevalent at this season among the lower orders, 
and countenanced by the higher; when the old 
halls of the castles and manor-houses were thrown 
open at daylight; when the tables were covered 
with brawn, and beef, and humming ale; when the 
harp and the carol resounded all day long, and 
when rich and poor were alike welcome to enter 
and make merry.* ‘Our old games and local cus- 
toms,” said he, “had a great effect in making the 
peasant fond of his home, and the promotion of 
them by the gentry made him fond of his lord. 
They made the times merrier, and kinder, and 
better, and I can truly say, with one of our old 
poets,— 

‘¢*T like them well—the curious preciseness 

And all pretended gravity of those 


That seek to banish hence these harmless sports 
Have thrust away much ancient honesty.’ 


““The nation,’ continued he, “is altered; we 


* <* An English gentleman, at the opening of the great day, 
z. ¢., on Christmas day in the morning, had all his tenants 
and neighbors enter his hall by daybreak. The strong beer 
was broached, and the black-jacks went plentifully about with 
toast, sugar, and nutmeg, and good Cheshire cheese. The 
Hackin (the great sausage) must be boiled by daybreak, or 
else two young men must take the maiden (7, ¢., the cook) by 
the arms, and run her round the market-place till she is 


shamed of her laziness.” —Round about our Sea-Coal Fire, 
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have almost lost our simple, true-hearted peasantry. 
They have broken asunder from the higher classes, 
and seem to think their interests are separate. They 
have become too knowing, and begin to read news- 
papers, listen to ale-house politicians, and talk of 
reform. I think one mode to keep them in good- 
humor in these hard times would be for the nobil- 
ity and gentry to pass more time on their estates, 
mingle more among the country people, and set the 
merry old English games going again.” 

Such was the good squire’s project for mitigat- 
ing public discontent ; and, indeed, he had once 
attempted to put his doctrine in practice, and a 
few years before had kept open house during the 
holidays in the old style. The country people, 
however, did not understand how to play their 
parts in the scene of hospitality ; many uncouth 
circumstances occurred ; the manor was overrun 
by all the vagrants of the country, and more beg- 
gars drawn into the neighborhood in one week 
than the parish officers could get rid of in a year. 
Since then he had contented himself with inviting 
the decent part of the neighboring peasantry to 
call at the hall on Christmas day, and with dis- 
tributing beef, and bread, and ale among the 
poor, that they might make merry in their own 
dwellings. : 

We had not been long home when the sound 
of music was heard from a distance. A band of 
country lads, without coats, their shirt-sleeves 
fancifully tied with ribbons, their hats decorated 
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‘with greens, and clubs in their hands, was seen 


advancing up the avenue, followed by a large num- 
ber of villagers and peasantry. They stopped 
before the hall door, where the music struck up a 
peculiar air, and the lads performed a curious and 
intricate dance, advancing, retreating, and striking 
their clubs together, keeping exact time to the 
music; while one, whimsically crowned with a 


-fox’s skin, the tail of which flaunted down his 


back, kept capering round the skirts of the dance, 
and rattling a Christmas box, with many antic ges- 
ticulations. 

The squire eyed this fanciful exhibition with 
great interest and delight, and gave me a full ac- 
count of its origin, which he traced to the times 
when the Romans held possession of the island ; 
plainly proving that this was a lineal descendant of 
the sword dance of the ancients. “It was now,” 
he said, “nearly extinct, but he had accidentally 
met with traces of it in the neighborhood, and had 
encouraged its revival ; though, to tell the truth, it 
was too apt to be followed up by the rough cudgel 
play, and broken heads in the evening.” 

After the dance was concluded, the whole party 
was entertained with brawn and beef and stout 
home-brewed. The squire himself mingled among 
the rustics, and was received with awkward dem- 
onstrations of deference and regard. It is true I 
perceived two or three of the younger peasants, as 
they were raising their tankards to their mouths, 
when the squire’s back was turned, making some- 
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thing of a grimace, and giving each other the wink ; 
but the moment they caught my eye they pulled 
grave faces and were exceedingly demure. With 
Master Simon, however they all seemed more at 
their ease. His varied occupations and amusements 
had made him well known throughout the neighbor- 
hood, He was a visitor at every farm-house and 
cottage; gossiped with the farmers and their 
wives; romped with their daughters; and, like 
that type of a vagrant bachelor, the humblebee, 
tolled the sweets from all the rosy lips of the 
country round. 

The bashfulness of the guests soon gave way 
before good cheer and affability. There is some- 
thing genuine and affectionate in the gayety of the 
lower orders, when it is excited by the bounty and 
familiarity of those above them ; the warm glow of 
gratitude enters into their mirth, and a kind word or 
asmall pleasantry frankly uttered by a patron, glad- 
dens the heart of the dependent more than oil and 
wine. When the squire had retired, the merriment 
increased, and there was much joking and laughter, 
particularly between Master Simon and a hale, 
tuddy-faced, white-headed farmer, who appeared 
to be the wit of the village; for I observed all his 
companions to wait with open mouths for his re- 
torts, and burst into a gratuitous laugh before they 
could well understand them. 

The whole house indeed seemed abandoned to 
merriment : as I passed to my room to dress for 
dinner, I heard the sound of music in a small court, 

cas 
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and, looking through a window that commanded 
it, I perceived a band of wandering musicians, with 
pandean pipes and tambourine ; a pretty coquet- 
tish housemaid was dancing a jig with a smart 
country lad, while several of the other servants 
were looking on. In the midst of her sport the 
girl caught a glimpse of my face at the window, 
and, coloring up, ran off with an air of roguish, 
affected confusion. 


STRATFORD-ON-AVON. 


Thou soft-flowing Avon, by thy silver stream 
Of things more than mortal sweet Shakespeare would dream ; 
The fairies by moonlight dance round his green bed, 
For hallow’d the turf is which pillow’d his head. 
GARRICK. 
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O a homeless man, who has no spot on 
> this wide world which he can truly call 
his own, there is a momentary feeling 
of something like independence and 
territorial consequence, when, after a weary day’s 
travel, he kicks off his boots, thrusts his feet into 
slippers, and stretches himself before an inn fire. 
Let the world without go as it may; let kingdoms 
rise or fall, so long as he has the wherewithal to pay 
his bill, he is, for the time being, the very monarch 
of allhe surveys. The arm-chair is his throne, the 
poker his sceptre, and the little parlor, some twelve 
feet square, his undisputed empire. It is a mor- 
sel of certainty, snatched from the midst of the un- 
certainties of life; it is a sunny moment gleaming 
out kindly on a cloudy day ; and he who has ad- 
vanced some way on a pilgrimage of existence, 
knows the importance of husbanding even morsels 
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and moments of enjoyment. “Shall I not take 
mine ease in mine inn?” thought I, as I gave the 
fire a stir, lolled back in my elbow-chair, and cast 
a complacent look about the little parlor of the 
Red Horse, at Stratford-on-Avon. 

The words of sweet Shakespeare were just passing 
through my mind as the clock struck midnight 
from the tower of the church in which he lies 
buried. There was a gentle tap at the door, and a 
pretty chambermaid, putting in her smiling face, 
inquired, with a hesitating air, whether I had rung. 
I understood it asa modest hint that it was time to 
retire. My dream of absolute dominion was at an 
end; so abdicating my throne, like a prudent 
potentate, to avoid being deposed, and putting the 
Stratford Guide-Book under my arm, as a pillow 
companion, I went to bed, and dreamt all night of 
Shakespeare, the jubilee, and David Garrick. 

The next morning was one of those quickening 
mornings which we sometimes have in early 
spring; for it was. about the middle of March. 
The chills of a long winter had suddenly given 
way ; the north wind had spent its last gasp; and 
a mild air came stealing from the west, breathing 
the breath of life into nature, and wooing every 
bud and flower to burst forth into fragrance and 
beauty. 

I had come to Stratford on a poetical pilgrimage. 
My first visit was to the house where Shakespeare 
was born, and where, according to tradition, he 
was brought up to his father’s craft of wool-comb- 
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ing. It is a small, mean-looking edifice of wood 
and plaster, a true nestling-place of genius, which 
seems to delight in hatching its offspring in by- 
corners. The walls of its squalid chambers are 
covered with names and inscriptions in every lan- 
guage, by pilgrims of all nations, ranks, and condi- 
tions, from the prince to the peasant ; and present 
a simple but striking instance of the spontaneous 
and universal homage of mankind to the great poet 
of nature. 

The house is shown by a garrulous old lady, ina 
frosty red face, lighted up by a cold-blue, anxious 
eye, and garnished with artificial locks of flaxen 
hair, curling from under an exceedingly dirty cap. 
She was peculiarly assiduous in exhibiting the rel- 
ics with which this, like all other celebrated shrines, 
abounds. ‘There was the shattered stock of the 
very matchlock with which Shakespeare shot the 
deer, on his poaching exploits. There, too, was his 
tobacco-box ; which proves that he was a rival 
smoker of Sir Walter Raleigh ; the sword also with 
which he played Hamlet ; and the identical lantern 
with which Friar Laurence discovered Romeo and 
Juliet at the tomb! There was an ample supply 
also of Shakespeare’s mulberry-tree, which seems to 
have as extraordinary powers of self-multiplication 
as the wood of the true cross; of which there is 
enough extant to build a ship of the line. 

The most favorite object of curiosity, however, is 
Shakespeare’s chair. It stands in the chimney-nook 
of a small gloomy chamber, just behind what was 
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his father’s shop. Here he may many atime have sat 
when a boy, watching the slowly revolving spit with 
all the longing of an urchin; or of an evening, 
listening to the cronies and gossips of Stratford, 
dealing forth churchyard tales and legendary anec- 
dotes of the troublesome times of England. In 
this chair it is the custom of every one that visits 
the house to sit ; whether this be done with the 
hope of imbibing any of the inspiration of the bard 
Iam ataloss to say, I merely mention the fact ; 
and mine hostess privately assured me, that, though 
built of solid oak, such was the fervent zeal of 
devotees, that the chair had to be new bottomed 
at least once in three years. It is worthy of notice 
also, in the history of this extraordinary chair, that 
it partakes something of the volatile nature of the 
Santa Casa of Loretto, or the flying chair of the 
Arabian enchanter; for though sold some few 
years since to a northern princess, yet, strange to 
tell, it has found its way back again to the old 
chimney-corner. 

I am always of easy faith in such matters, and 
am ever willing to be deceived, where the deceit is 
pleasant and costs nothing. Iam therefore a ready 
believer in relics, legends, and local anecdotes of 
goblins and great men; and would advise all tray- 
ellers who travel for their gratification to be the 
same. What is it to us, whether these stories be 
true or false, so long as we can persuade ourselves 
into the belief of them, and enjoy all the charm of 
the reality? There.is nothing like resolute good- 
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humored credulity in these matters ; and on this 
occasion I went even so far as willingly to believe 
the claims of mine hostess to a lineal descent from 
the poet, when, luckily for my faith, she put into 
my hands a play of her own composition, which set 
all belief in her consanguinity at defiance. 

From the birthplace of Shakespeare a few paces 
brought me to his grave. He lies buried in the 
chancel of the parish church, a large and vener- 
able pile, mouldering with age, but richly orna- 
mented. It stands on the banks of the Avon, on 
an embowered point, and separated by adjoining 
gardens from the suburbs of the town. Its situa- 
tion is quiet and retired; the river runs murmur- 
ing at the foot of the churchyard, and the elms 
which grow upon its banks droop their branches 
into its clear bosom. An avenue of limes, the 
boughs of which are curiously interfaced, so as to 
form in summer an arched way of foliage, leads 
up from the gate of the yard to the church porch. 
The graves are overgrown with grass; the gray. 
tombstones, some of them nearly sunk into the 
earth are half covered with moss, which has like- 
wise tinted the reverend old building, Small birds 
have built their nests among the cornices and fis- 
sures of the walls, and keep up a continual flutter 
and chirping; and rooks are sailing and cawing 
about its lofty gray spire. 

In the course of my rambles I met with the gray- 
headed sexton, Edmonds, and accompanied him 
home to get the key of the church. He had lived in 
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Stratford, man and boy, for eighty years, and 
seemed still to consider himself a vigorous man, 
with the trivial exception that he had nearly lost the 
use of his legs for a few years past. His dwelling 
was a cottage, looking out upon the Avon and its 
bordering meadows; and was a picture of that 
neatness, order, and comfort which pervade the 
humblest dwellings in this country. A low white- 
washed room, with a stone floorcarefully scrubbed, 
served for parlor, kitchen, and hall. Rows of pew- 
ter and earthen dishes glittered along the dresser. 
On an old oaken table, well rubbed and polished, 
lay the family Bible and prayer-book, and the 
drawer contained the family library, composed of 
about half a score of well-thumbed volumes. gAn 
ancient clock, that important article of cottage 
furniture, ticked on the opposite side of the room; 
with a bright warming-pan hanging on one side of 
it, and the old man’s horn-handled Sunday cane on 
the other. The fireplace, as usual, was wide and 
deep enough to admit a gossip knot within its 
jambs. In one corner sat the old man’s grand- 
daughter sewing, a pretty blue-eyed girl; and in 
the opposite corner was a superannuated crony, 
whom he addressed by the name of John Ange, 
and who, I found, had been his companion from 
childhood. They had played together in infancy ; 
they had worked together in manhood ; they were 
now tottering about and gossiping away the even- 
ing of life ; and in a short time they will probably be 
buried together in the neighboring churchyard. It 
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is not often that we see two streams of existence ~ 


running thus evenly and tranquilly side by side ; 
it is only in such quiet “bosom scenes” of life that 
they are to be met with. 

I had hoped to gather some traditionary anec- 
dotes of the bard from these ancient chroniclers ; 
but they had nothing new to impart. The long 
interval during which Shakespeare’s writing lay in 
comparative neglect has spread its shadow over his 
history ; and it 1s his good or evil lot that scarcely 
any thing remains to his biographers but a scanty 
handful of conjectures. 

The sexton and his companion had been em- 
ployed as carpenters on the preparations for the 
celebrated Stratford jubilee, and they remembered 
Garrick, the prime mover of the féte, who superin- 
tended the arrangements, and who, according to 
the sexton, was “a short punch man, very lively 
and bustling.” John Ange had assisted also in 
cutting down Shakespeare’s mulberry-tree, of which 
he had a morsel in his pocket for sale ; no doubt a 
sovereign quickener of literary conception. 

I was grieved to hear these two worthy wights 
speak very dubiously of the eloquent dame who 
shows the Shakespeare house. John Ange shook 
his head when I mentioned her valuable collection 
of relics, particularly her remains of the mulberry- 
tree ; and the old sexton even expressed a doubt. 
as to Shakespeare having been born in her house. 
I soon discovered that he looked upon her mansion 
with an evil eye, as a rival to the poet's tomb; the 
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latter having comparatively but few visitors. Thus 
it is that historians differ at the very outset, and 
mere pebbles make the stream of truth diverge into 
different channels even at the fountain-head. 

We approached the church through the avenue 
of limes, and entered by a Gothic porch, highly 
ornamented, with carved doors of massive oak. 
The interior is spacious, and the architecture and 
embellishments superior to those of most country 
churches. There are several ancient monuments 
of nobility and gentry, over some of which hang 
funeral escutcheons, and banners dropping piece- 
meal from the walls. The tomb of Shakespeare is 
in the chancel. The place is solemn and sepul- 
chral. Tall elms wave before the pointed windows, 
and the Avon, which runs at a short distance from 
the walls, keeps up a low perpetual murmur. A 
flat stone marks the spot where the bard is buried. 
There are four lines inscribed on it, said to have 
been written by himself, and which have in them 
something extremely awful. If they are indeed his 
own, they show that solicitude about the quiet of 
the grave, which seems natural to fine sensibilities 
and thoughtful minds. 


Good friend, for Jesus’ sake forbeare 
To dig the dust encloséd here. 

Blessed be he that spares these stones, 
And curst be he that moves my bones. 


Just over the grave, in a niche of the wall, is a 
bust of Shakespeare, put up shortly after his death, 
and considered as a resemblance. The aspect is 
pleasant and serene, with a finely arched forehead, 
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and I thought I could read in it clear indications 
of that cheerful, social disposition, by which he was 
as much characterized among his contemporaries 
as by the vastness of his genius. The inscription 
mentions his age at the time of his decease—fifty- 
three years ; an untimely death for the world: for 
what fruit might not have been expected from the 
golden autumn of such a mind, sheltered as it was 
from the stormy vicissitudes of life, and flourishing 
in the sunshine of popular and royal favor. 

The inscription on the tombstone has not been 
without its effect. It has prevented the removal 
of his remains from the bosom of his native place 
to Westminster Abbey, which was at one time con- 
templated. A few years since, also, as some labor- 
ers were digging to make an adjoining vault, the 
earth caved in so as to leave a vacant space almost 
like an arch, through which one might have 
reached into his grave. No one, however, pre- 
sumed to meddle with his remains, so awfully 
guarded by a malediction ; and lest any of the idle 
or the curious, or any collector of relics, should be 
tempted to commit depredations, the old sexton 
kept watch over the place for two days, until the 
vault was finished, and the aperture closed again. 
He told me that he had made bold to look in at 
the hole, but could see neither coffin nor bones; 
nothing but dust. It was something, I thought, to 
have seen the dust of Shakespeare. 

Next to his grave are those of his wife, his 
favorite daughter, Mrs, Hall, and others of his 
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family. Ona tomb close by, also, is a full-length 
effigy of his old friend John Combe of usurious 
memory, on whom he is said to have written a 
ludicrous epitaph. There are other monuments 
around, but the mind refuses to dwell on any thing 
that 1s not connected with Shakespeare. His idea 
pervades the place; the whole pile seems but as 
his mausoleum. The feelings, no longer checked 
and thwarted by doubt, here indulge in perfect 
confidence: other traces of him may be false or 
dubious, but here is palpable evidence and abso- 
lute certainty. As I trod the sounding pavement, 
there was something intense and thrilling in the 
idea, that, in very truth, the remains of Shakespeare 
were mouldering beneath my feet. It was a long 
time before I could prevail upon myself to leave the 
place; and as I passed through the churchyard 
I plucked a branch from one of the yew-trees, the 
only relic that I have brought from Stratford. 

I had now visited the usual objects of a pil- 
grim’s devotion, but I had a desire to see the old 
family seat of the Lucys, at Charlecot, and to ram- 
ble through the park where Shakespeare, in com- 
pany with some of the roisters of Stratford, com- 
mitted his youthful offence of deer-stealing. In 
this hare-brained exploit we are told that he was 
taken prisoner, and carried to the keeper’s lodge, 
where he remained all night in doleful captivity. 
When brought into the presence of Sir Thomas 
Lucy, his treatment must have been galling and 
humiliating ; for it had so wrought upon his spirit 
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as to produce a rough pasquinade, which was 
affixed to the park gate at Charlecot.* 

This flagitious attack upon the dignity of the 
knight so incensed him, that he applied to a lawyer 
at Warwick to put the severity of the laws in force 
against the rhyming deer-stalker. Shakespeare did 
not wait to brave the united puissance of a knight 
of the shire and a country attorney. He forthwith 
abandoned the pleasant banks of the Avon and his 
paternal trade ; wandered away to London ; be- 
came a hanger-on to the theatres; then an actor ; 
and, finally, wrote for the stage ; and thus, through 
the persecution of Sir Thomas Lucy, Stratford lost 
an indifferent wool-comber, and the world gained 
an immortal poet. He retained, however, for a 


long time, a sense of the harsh treatment of the ~ 


Lord of Charlecot, and revenged himself in his writ- 
ings; but in the sportive way of a good-natured 
mind. Sir Thomas is said to be the original Justice 
Shallow, and the satire is slyly fixed upon him by 
the justice’s armorial bearings, which, like those of 
the knight, had white luces + in the quarterings. 
Various attempts have been made by his biog- 
raphers to soften and explain away this early trans- 


* The following is the only stanza extant of this lampoon :— 


A parliament member, a justice of peace, . 
At home a poor scarecrow, at London an asse, 
Tf lowsie is Lucy, as some volke miscalle it, 
Then Lucy is lowsie, whatever befall it. 

He thinks himself great ; 

Yet an asse in his state, 
We allow by his ears but with asses to mate, 
If Lucy is lowsie, as some volke miscalle it, 
Then sing lowsie Lucy, whatever befall it. 


oe oe ie is a pike or jack, and abounds in the Avon about 
arlecot, 
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gression of the poet; but I look upon it as one of 
those thoughtless exploits natural to his situation 
and turn of mind. Shakespeare, when young, had 
doubtless all the wildness and irregularity of an 
ardent, undisciplined, and undirected genius. The 
poetic temperament has naturally something in it 
of the vagabond. When left to itself it runs loosely 
and wildly, and delights in every thing eccentric and 
licentious. It is often a turn-up of a die, in the 
gambling freaks of fate, whether a natural genius 
shall turn out a great rogue or a great poet ; and 
had not Shakespeare’s mind fortunately taken a lit- 
erary bias, he might have as daringly transcended 
all civil as he has all dramatic laws. 

I have little doubt that, in early life, when run- 
ning, like an unbroken colt, about the neighbor- 
hood of Stratford, he was to be found in the com- 
pany of all kinds of odd, anomalous characters ; 
that he associated with all the madcaps of the 
place, and was one of those unlucky urchins, at 
mention of whom old men shake their heads, and 
predict that they will one day come to the gallows. 
To him the poaching in Sir Thomas Lucy’s park 
was doubtless like a foray to a Scottish knight, and 
struck his eager and, as yet, untamed imagination, 
as something delightfully adventurous.* 

* A proof of Shakespeare’s random habits and associates in 
his youthful days may be found in a traditionary anecdote, 


picked up at Stratford by the elder Ireland, and mentioned in 
his ‘‘ Picturesque Views on the Avon.” 


About seven miles from Stratford lies the thirsty little 
market-town of Bedford, famous for its ale, Two societies of 
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The old mansion of Charlecot and its surround- 
ing park still remain in possession of the Lucy 
family, and are peculiarly interesting, from being 
connected with this whimsical but eventful circum- 
stance in the scanty history of the bard. As the 
house stood a little more than three miles’ distance 
from Stratford, I resolved to pay it a pedestrian 
visit, that I might stroll leisurely through some of 
those scenes from which Shakespeare must have de- 
rived his earliest ideas of rural imagery. 

The country was yet naked and leafless; but 
English scenery is always‘verdant, and the sudden 
change in the temperature of the weather was sur- 


the village yeomanry used to meet, under the appellation of 
the Bedford Topers, and to challengethe lovers of good ale of 
the neighboring villages to a contest of drinking. Among 
others, the people of Stratford were called out to prove the 
strength of their heads; and in the number of the champions 
was Shakespeare, who, in spite of the proverb that ‘‘ they who 
drink beer will think beer,”’ was as true to his ale as Falstaff 
to his sack. The chivalry of Stratford was staggered at the 
first onset, and sounded a retreat while they had yet legs to 
earry them off the field. They had scarcely marched a mile 
when, their legs failing them, they were forced to lie down 
under a crab-tree, where they passed the night. It is still 
standing, and goes by the name of Shakespeare’s tree. 

In the morning his companions awaked the bard, and pro- 
posed returning to Bedford, but he declined, saying he had 
had enough, having drank with 


Piping Pebworth, Dancing Marston, 
Haunted Hilbro’, Hungry Grafton, 
Dudging Exhall, Papist Wicksford, 
Beggarly Broom, and Drunken Bedford. 


“The villages here alluded to,” says Ireland, “ still bear 
the epithets thus given them ; the people of Pebworthare still 
famed for their skill on the pipe and tabor; Hilborough is 
now called Haunted Hilborough ; and Grafton is famous for 
the poverty of its soil,” 
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prising in its quickening effects upon the land- 
scape. It was inspiring and animating to witness 
this first awakening of the spring ; to find its warm 
breath stealing over the senses ; to see the moist 
mellow earth beginning to put forth the green 
sprout and the tender blade; and the trees and 
shrubs, in the reviving tints and bursting buds, 
giving the promise of returning foliage and flower. 
The cold snowdrop, that little borderer on the 
skirts of winter, was to be seen with its chaste 
white blossoms in the small gardens before the cot- 
tages. The bleating of the new-dropt lambs was 
faintly heard from the fields. The sparrow twit- 
tered about the thatched eaves and budding 
hedges; the robin threw a livelier note into his 
late querulous wintry strain ; and the lark, spring- 
ing up from the reeking bosom of the meadow, 
towered away into the bright fleecy cloud, pouring 
forth torrents of melody. As I watched the little 
songster, mounting up higher and higher, until his 
body was a mere speck on the white bosom of the 
cloud, while the ear was still filled with his music, 
it called to mind Shakespeare’s exquisite little song 
in Cymbeline : 
Hark ! hark ! the lark at heaven’s gate sings, 
And Pheebus ’gins arise, 


His steeds to water at those springs, 
On chaliced flowers that lies. 


And winking mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes ; 

With every thing that pretty bin, 
My lady sweet arise ! 
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Indeed the whole country about here is poetic 
ground : every thing is associated with the idea of 
Shakespeare. Every old cottage that I saw, I 
fancied into some resort of his boyhood, where he 
had acquired his intimate knowledge of rustic life 
and manners, and heard those legendary tales and 
wild superstitions which he has woven like witch- 
craft into his dramas. For in his time, we are 
told, it was a popular amusement in winter even- 
ings “to sit round the fire, and tell merry tales of 
errant knights, queens, lovers, lords, ladies, giants, 
dwarfs, thieves, cheaters, witches, fairies, goblins, 
and friars.” * 

My route fora part of the way lay in sight of the 
Avon, which made a variety of the most fancy 
doublings and windings through a wide and fertile 
valley : sometimes glittering from among willows, 
which fringed its borders ; sometimes disappearing 
among groves or beneath green banks; and some- 
times rambling out into full view, and making an 
azure sweep round a slope of meadow land. This 
beautiful bosom of country is called the Vale of the 
Red Horse. A distant line of undulating blue hills 
seems to be its boundary, whilst all the soft inter- 

* Scot, in his ‘‘ Discoverie of Witchcraft,” enumerates a 
host of these fireside fancies. ‘‘And they have so fraid us with 
bull-beggars, spirits, witches, urchins, elves, hags, fairies, 
satyrs, pans, faunes, syrens kit with the can sticke, tritons, 
centaurs, dwarfes, giantes, imps, calcars, conjurors, nymphes, 
changelings, incubus, Robin-good-fellow, the spoorne, the 
mare, the man in the oke, the hell-waine, the fier drake, the 


puckle, Tom Thombe, hobgoblins, Tom Tombler, boneless 


and such other bugs, that we were afraid of our own shad- 
owes.” 
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vening landscape lies ina manner enchained in the 
silver links of the Avon. 

After pursuing the road for about three miles, 
I turned off into a footpath, which led along the 
borders of fields and under hedgerows to a private 
gate of the park; there was a stile, however, for 
the benefit of the pedestrian, there being a public 
right of way through the grounds. I delight in 
these hospitable estates, in which every one has a 
kind of property—at least as far as the footpath is 
concerned. It in some measure reconciles a poor 
man to his lot, and, what is more, to the better lot 
of his neighbor, thus to have parks and pleasure- 
grounds thrown open for his recreation. He 
breathes the pure air as freely, and lolls as luxuri- 
ously under the shade, as the lord of the soil; and 
if he has not the privilege of calling all that he sees 
his own, he has not, at the same time, the trouble 
of paying for it and keeping it in order. 

I now found myself among noble avenues of 
oaks and elms, whose vast size bespoke the growth 
of centuries. The wind sounded solemnly among 
their branches, and the rooks cawed from their 
hereditary nests in the tree tops. The eye ranged 
through a long lessening vista, with nothing to 
interrupt the view but a distant statue, and a 
vagrant deer stalking like a shadow across the 
opening. 

There is something about these stately old ave- 
nues that has the effect of Gothic architecture, not 
merely from the pretended similarity of form, but 
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from their bearing the evidence of long duration, 
and of having had their origin in a period of time 
with which we associate ideas of romantic gran- 
deur. They betoken also the long-settled dignity, 
and proudly concentrated independence of an an- 
cient family; and I have heard a worthy but 
aristocratic old friend observe, when speaking of 
the sumptuous palaces of modern gentry, that 
“money could do much with stone and mortar, 
but, thank Heaven, there was no such thing as 
suddenly building up an avenue of oaks.” 

It was from wandering in early life among this 
rich scenery, and about the romantic solitudes of 
the adjoining park of Fullbroke, which then formed 
a part of the Lucy estate, that some of Shakespeare’s 
commentators have supposed he derived his noble 
forest meditations of Jaques, and the enchanting 
woodland pictures in “As You Like It.” It is in 
lonely wanderings through such scenes, that the 
mind drinks deep but quiet draughts of inspiration, 
and becomes intensely sensible of the beauty and 
majesty of nature. The imagination kindles into 
revery and rapture; vague but exquisite images 
and ideas keep breaking upon it; and we revel in 
a mute and almost incommunicable luxury of 
thought. It was in some such mood, and perhaps 
under one of those very trees before me, which 
threw their broad shades over the grassy banks and 
quivering waters of the Avon, that the poet’s fancy 
may have sallied forth into that little song which 
breathes the very soul of a rural voluptuary : 
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““ Under the green-wood tree, 

Who loves to lie with me, - 

And tune his merry throat 

Unto the sweet bird’s note, 

Come hither, come hither, come hither. 

Here shall he see 
No enemy, i 

But winter and rough weather.”’ 

I had now come in sight of the house. Itisa 
large building of brick, with stone quoins, and is 
in the Gothic style of Queen Elizabeth’s day, hav- 
ing been built in the first year of her reign. The 
exterior remains very nearly in its original state, 
and may be considered a fair specimen of the resi- 
dence of a wealthy country-gentleman of those 
days. A great gateway opens from the park into a 
kind of courtyard in front of the house, ornamented 
with a grass-plot, shrubs, and flower-beds. The 
gateway is in imitation of the ancient barbacan, 
being a kind of outpost, and flanked by towers, 
though evidently for mere ornament instead of de- 
fence. The front of the house is completely in the 
old style, with stone-shafted casements, a great 
bow-window of stonework, and a portal with 
armorial bearings over it, carved in stone. At each 
corner of the building is an octagon tower, sur- 
mounted by a gilt ball and weathercock. 

The Avon, which winds through the park, makes 
a bend just at the foot of a gently sloping bank, 
which sweeps down from the rear of the house. 
Large herds of deer were feeding or reposing upon 
its borders, and swans were sailing majestically upon 
its bosom, As I contemplated the venerable old 
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mansion, I called to mind Falstaff’s encomium on 
Justice Shallow’s abode, and the affected indiffer- 
ence and real vanity of the latter. 


Falstaff.—Y ou have a goodly dwelling and a rich. 
Shallow.—Barren, barren, barren; beggars all, beggars 
all, Sir John :—marry, good air. 


Whatever may have been the joviality of the old 
mansion in the days of Shakespeare, it had now an 
air of stillness and solitude. The great iron gate- 
way that opened into the courtyard was locked ; 
there was no show of servants bustling about the 
place ; the deer gazed quietly at me as I passed, 
being no longer hurried by the moss-troopers of 
Stratford. The only sign of domestic life that I 
met with was a white cat, stealing with wary look 
and stealthy pace towards the stables, as if on 
some nefarious expedition. I must not omit to 
mention the carcass of a scoundrel crow which I 
saw suspended against the barn wall, as it shows 
that the Lucys still inherit that lordly abhorrence 
of poachers, and maintain that rigorous exercise of 
territorial power which was so strenuously mani- 
fested in the case of the bard. 

After prowling about for some time, I at length 
found my way to a lateral portal, which was the 
every-day entrance to the mansion. I was courte- 
ously received by a worthy old housekeeper, who, 
with the civility and communicativeness of her 
order, showed me the interior of the house. The 
greater part has undergone alterations, and been 
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adapted to modern tastes and modes of living: 
there is a fine old oaken staircase; and the great 
hall, that noble feature in an ancient manor-house, 
still retains much of the appearance it must have 
had in the days of Shakespeare. The ceiling is 
arched and lofty ; and at one end is a gallery in 
which stands an organ. The weapons and trophies 
of the chase, which formerly adorned the hall of a 
country-gentleman, have made way for family por- 
traits. There is a wide, hospitable fireplace, calcu- 
lated for an ample old-fashioned wood fire, formerly 
the rallying-place of winter festivity. On the oppo- 
site side of the hall is the huge Gothic bow-window, 
with stone shafts, which looks out upon the court- 
yard. Here are emblazoned in stained glass the 
armorial bearings of the Lucy family for many. 
generations, some being dated in 1558. I was de- 
lighted to observe in the quarterings the three white 
luces, by which the character of Sir Thomas was 
first identified with that of Justice Shallow. They 
are mentioned in the first scene of the ‘ Merry 
Wives of Windsor,” where the Justice is in a rage 
with Falstaff for having beaten his men, killed his 
deer, and broken into his lodge.” The poet had 
no doubt the offences of himself and his comrades 
in mind at the time, and we may suppose the family 
pride and vindictive threats of the puissant Shallow 
to be a caricature of the pompous indignation of 
Sir Thomas 


Shallow.—Sir Hugh, persuade me not; I will make a 
Star-Chamber matter of it; if he were twenty John Falstaffs, 
he shall not abuse Sir Robert Shallow, Esq. 
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Slender.—In the county of Gloster, justice of peace, and 
coram. 

Shallow.—Ay, cousin Slender, and custalorum. 

Slender.—Ay, and ratalorum too, and a gentleman born, 
master parson; who writes himself Avmigero in any bill, 
warrant, quittance, or obligation, Armigero. : 

Shallow.—Ay, that I do; and have done any time these 
three hundred years. ‘ 

Slender.— All his successors gone before him have done 't, 
and all his ancestors that come after him may ; they may give 
the dozen white Zuces in their coat. at tel 

Shallow.—The council shall hear it ; it is a riot. 

Evans.—lt is not meet the council hear of a riot ; there is 
no fear of Got in a riot; the council, hear you, shall desire to 
hear the fear of Got, and not to hear a riot ; take your viza- 
ments in that. 

Shallow.—Ha ! 0’ my life, if I were young again, the sword 
should end it ! 


Near the window thus emblazoned hung a por- 
trait by Sir Peter Lely, of one of the Lucy family, 
a great beauty of the time of Charles the Second : 
the old housekeeper shook her head as she pointed 
to the picture, and informed me that this lady had 
been sadly addicted to cards, and had gambled 
away a great portion of the family estate, among 
which was that part of the park where Shakespeare 
and his comrades had killed the deer. The lands 
thus lost had not been entirely regained by the 
family even at the present day. It is but justice to 
this recreant dame to confess that she had a sur- 
passingly fine hand and arm. 

The pictures which most attracted my attention 
was a great painting over the fireplace, containing 
likenesses of Sir Thomas Lucy and his family, who 
inhabited the hall in the latter part of Shakespeare’s 
lifetime. I at first thought it was the vindictive 
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knight himself, but the housekeeper assured me 
that it was his son; the only likeness extant of the 
former being an effigy upon his tomb in the church 
of the neighboring hamlet of Charlecot.* The 
picture gives a lively idea of the costume and 
manners of the time. Sir Thomas is dressed in 
ruff and doublet ; white shoes with roses in them ; 
and has a peaked yellow, or, as Master Slender 
would say, “a cane-colored beard.” His lady is 
seated on the opposite side of the picture, in wide 
ruff and long stomacher, and the children have a 
most venerable stiffness and formality of dress. 
Hounds and spaniels are mingled in the family 
group ; a hawk is seated on his perch in the fore- 


* This effigy is in white marble, and represents the knight 
in complete armor. Near him lies the effigy of his wife, and 
on her tomb is the following inscription ; which, if really com- 
posed by her husband, places him quite above the intellectual 
level of Master Shallow : 

“Here lyeth the Lady Joyce Lucy, wife of Sir Thomas Lucy 
of Charlecot in ye county of Warwick, Knight, Daughterand 
heir of Thomas Acton of Sutton in ye county of Worcester, 
Esquire, who departed out of this wretched world to her heav- 
enly kingdom ye to day of February in ye yeare of our Lord 
God 1595 and of her age 60 and three. All the time of her 
lyfe a true and faythful servant of her good God, never 
detected of any cryme or vice. In religion most sounde ; in 
love to her husband most faythful and true. In friendship 
most constant ; to what in trust was committed unto her most 
secret. In wisdom excelling. In governing of her house, 
bringing up of youth in ye fear of God that did converse with 
her moste rare and singular. A great maintayner of hospi- 
tality. Greatly esteemed of her betters; misliked of none 
unless of the envyous. When all is spoken that can besaide, 
a woman so garnished with virtue as not to be bettered and 
hardly to be equalled by any. As shee lived most virtuously 
so shee died most Godly. Set downe by him yt best did 


knowe what hath byn written to be true. 
‘THOMAS LUCYE.” 
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ground, and one of the children holds a bow ;—all 
intimating the knight’s skill in hunting, hawking, 
and archery—so indispensable to an accomplished 
gentleman in those days.* . 

I regretted to find that the ancient furniture of 
the hall had disappeared ; for I had hoped to meet 
with the stately elbow-chair of carved oak, in which 
the country squire of former days was wont to sway 
the sceptre of empire over his rural domains; and 
in which it might bé presumed the redoubted Sir 
Thomas sat enthroned in awful state when the rec- 
reant Shakespeare was brought before him. As I 
like to deck out pictures for my own entertainment, 
I pleased myself with the idea that this very hall 
had been the scene of the unlucky bard’s examina- 
tion on the morning after his captivity in the lodge. 
I fancied to myself the rural potentate, surrounded 
by his body-guard of butler, pages, and blue-coated 
serving-men, with their badges ; while the luckless 
culprit was brought in, forlorn and chopfallen, in 
the custody of gamekeepers, huntsmen, and whip- 

* Bishop Earle, speaking of the country-gentleman of his time 
observes: ‘‘ His housekeeping is seen much in the different 
families of dogs, and serving-men attendant on their kennels ; 
and the deepness of their throats is the depth. of his discourse. 
A hawk he esteems the true burden of nobility, and is ex- 
ceedingly ambitious to seem delighted with the sport, and 
have his fist gloved with his jesses.’”’ And Gilpin, in his de- 
scription of a Mr. Hastings, remarks: ‘‘ He kept all sorts of 
hounds that run buck, fox, hare, otter, and badger; and had 
hawks of all kinds both long and short winged. His great 
hall was commonly strewed with marrow bones, and full of 
hawk, perches, hounds, spaniels, and terriers. On a broad 


hearth, paved with brick lay some of the choicest terriers, 
hounds, and spaniels,” 
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pers-in, and followed by a rabble rout of country 
clowns. I fancied bright faces of curious house- 
maids peeping from the half-opened doors ; while 
from the gallery the fair daughters of the knight 
leaned gracefully forward, eying the youthful 
prisoner with that pity “that dwells in woman- 
hood.” Who would have thought that this poor 
varlet, thus trembling before the brief authority of 
a country squire, and the sport of rustic boors, was 
soon to become the delight of princes, the theme of 
all tongues and ages, the dictator to the human 
mind, and was to confer immortality on his op- 
pressor by a caricature and a lampoon ! 

I was now invited by the butler to walk into the 
garden, and I felt inclined to visit the orchard and 
arbor where the Justice treated Sir John Falstaff 
and Cousin Silence “to a last year’s pippin of his 
own grafting, with a dish of caraways’’; but I had 
already spent so much of the day in my ramblings 
that I was obliged to give up any further investiga- 
tions. When about to take my leave I was grati- 
fied by the civil entreaties of the housekeeper and 
butler, that I would take some refreshment ; an in- 
stance of good old hospitality which, I grieve to say, 
we castle-hunters seldom meet with in modern 
days. I make no doubt it is a virtue which the 
present representative of the Lucys inherits from 
his ancestors; for Shakespeare, even in _ his 
caricature, makes Justice Shallow importunate in 
this respect, as witness his pressing instances to 


Falstaff : 
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‘“ By cock and pye, sir, you shall not away to-night... . 
I will not excuse you; you shall not be excused ; excuses 
shall not be admitted ; there is no excuse shall serve; you 
shall not be excused. . .. Some pigeons, Davy; a couple 
of short-legged hens ; a joint of mutton ; and any pretty little 
tiny kickshaws, tell William Cook.” 


I now bade a reluctant farewell to the old hall. 
My mind had become so completely possessed by 
the imaginary scenes and characters connected 
with it, that I seemed to be actually living among 
them. Every thing brought them as it were before 
my eyes; and as the door of the dining-room 
opened, I almost expected to hear the feeble voice 
of Master. Silence quavering forth his favorite 
ditty : 


‘©’? is merry in hall, when beards wag all, 
And welcome merry shrovye-tide !”’ 


On returning to my inn, I could not but reflect 
on the singular gift of the poet : to be able thus to 
spread the magic of his mind over the very face of 
nature ; to give to things and places a charm and 
character not their own, and to turn this “ working- 
day world” into a perfect fairy land. He is in- 
deed the true enchanter, whose spell operates, not 
upon the senses, but upon the imagination and the 
heart. Under the wizard influence of Shakespeare 
T had been walking all day in a complete délusion. 
I had surveyed the landscape through the prism of 
poetry, which tinged every object with the hues of 
the rainbow. I had been surrounded with fancied 
beings ; with mere airy nothings, conjured up by 
poetic power ; yet which, to me, had all the charm 


od 


i 
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of reality. I had heard Jaques soliloquize beneath 
his oak ; had beheld the fair Rosalind and her 
companion adventuring through the woodlands ; 
and, above all, had been once more present in spirit 
with fat Jack Falstaff and his contemporaries, from 
the august Justice Shallow, down to the gentle 
Master Slender and the sweet Anne Page. Ten 
thousand honors and blessings on the bard who has 
thus gilded the dull realities of life with innocent 
illusions ; who has spread exquisite and unbought 
pleasures in my checkered path; and beguiled my 
spirit in many a lonely hour, with all the cordial 
and cheerful sympathies of social life ! 

As I crossed the bridge over the Avon on my re- 
turn, I paused to contemplate the distant church in 
which the poet lies buried, and could not but exult 
in the malediction which has kept his ashes undis- 
turbed in its quiet and hallowed vaults. What 
honor could his name have derived from being 
mingled in dusty companionship with the epitaphs 
and escutcheons and venal eulogiums of a titled 
multitude? What would a crowded corner in 
Westminster Abbey have been, compared with this 
reverend pile, which seems to stand in beautiful 
loneliness as his sole mausoleum! ‘The solicitude 
about the grave may be but the offspring of an over- 
wrought sensibility ; but human nature is made up 
of foibles and prejudices ; and its best and tender- 
est affections are mingled with these factitious 
feelings. He who has sought renown about the 
world, and has-reaped a full harvest of worldly 
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favor, will find, after all, that there is no love, no 
admiration, no applause, so sweet to the soul as 
that which springs up in his native place. It is there 
that he seeks to be gathered in peace and honor 
among his kindred and his early friends. And when 
the weary heart and failing head begin to warn 
him that the evening of life is drawing on, he turns 
as fondly as does the infant to the mother’s arms, 
to sink to sleep in the bosom of the scene of his 
childhood. 

How would it have cheered the spirit of the 
youthful bard when, wandering forth in disgrace 
upon a doubtful world, he cast back a heavy look 
upon his paternal home, could he have foreseen 
that, before many years, he should return to it 
covered with renown ; that his name should become 
the boast and glory of his native place; that his 
ashes should be religiously guarded as its most 
precious treasure ; and that its lessening spire, on 
which his eyes were fixed in tearful contemplation, 
should one day become the beacon, towering amidst 
the gentle landscape, to guide the literary pilgrim 
of every nation to his tomb ! 


RIP VAN WINKLE. 


A POSTHUMOUS WRITING OF DIEDRICH KNICKERBOCKER. 


By Woden, God of Saxons, 

From whence comes Wensday, that is Wodensday. 
Truth is a thing that ever I will keep 

Unto thylke day in which I creep into 


My sepulchre CARTWRIGHT, 


[The following tale was found among the papers of the 
late Diedrich Knickerbocker, an old gentleman of New 
York, who was very curious in the Dutch history of the 
province, and the manners of the descendants from its primi- 
tive settlers. His historical researches, however, did not lie 
so much among books as among men; for the former are 
lamentably scanty on his favorite topics ; whereas he found 
the old burghers, and still more their wives, rich in that 
legendary lore so invaluable to true history. Whenever, 
therefore, he happened upon a genuine Dutch family, snugly 
shut up in its low-roofed farm-house, under a spreading syca- 
more, he looked upon it as a little clasped volume of black- 
letter, and studied it with the zeal of a book-worm. 

The result of all these researches was a history of the proy- 
ince during the reign of the Dutch governors, which he pub- 
lished some years since. There have been various opinions 
as to the literary character of his work, and, to tell the truth, 
it is not a whit better than it should be. Its chief merit is its 
scrupulous accuracy, which indeed was a little questioned on 
its first appearance, but has since been completely established ; 
and it is now admitted into all historical collections as a book 
of unquestionable authority. 

The old gentleman died shortly after the publication of his 
work ; and now that he is dead and gone, it cannot do much 
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harm to his memory to say that his time might have been 
much better employed in weightier labors. He, however, was 
apt to ride his hobby his own way; and though it did now 
and then kick up the dust a little in the eyes of his neighbors, 
and grieve the spirit of some friends, for whom he felt the 
truest deference and affection, yet his errors and follies are 
remembered ‘‘more in sorrow than in anger,” and it begins 
to be suspected that he never intended to injure or offend. 
But however his memory may be appreciated by critics, it is 
still held dear by many folk whose good opinion is well worth 
having ; particularly by certain biscuit-bakers, who have gone 
so far as to imprint his likeness on their new-year cakes ; 
and have thus given him a chance for immortality, almost 
equal to the being stamped on a Waterloo medal, or a Queen 
Anne’s farthing. | 


RMOEVER has made a voyage up the 
Hudson must remember the Kaatskill 
mountains. They are a dismembered 
—? ranch of the great Appalachian fam- 
ily, and are seen away to the west of the river, 
swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over 
the surrounding country. Every change of season, 
every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the 
day, produces some change in the magical hues 
and shapes of these mountains, and they are re- 
garded by all the good wives, far and near, as per- 
fect barometers. When the weather is fair and 
settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and 
print their bold outlines on the clear evening sky ; 
but sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is 
cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors 
about their summits, which, in the last rays of the 
setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of 
glory. — 

At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager 
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may have descried the light smoke curling up from 
a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the 
trees, just where the blue tints of the upland melt 
away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape. 
It is a little village, of great antiquity, having been 
founded by some of the Dutch colonists in the 
early times of the province, just about the begin- 
ning of the government of the good Peter Stuyve- 
sant (may he rest in peace !), and there were some 
of the houses of the original settlers standing within 
a few years, built of small yellow bricks brought 
from Holland, having latticed windows and gable 
fronts, surmounted with weathercocks. 

In that same village, and in one of these very 
houses (which, to tell the precious truth, was sadly 
time-worn and weather-beaten), there lived, many 
years since, while the country was yet a province 
of Great Britain, a simple, good-natured fellow, of 
the name of Rip Van Winkle. He was a descend- 
ant of the Van Winkles who figured so gallantly in 
the chivalrous days of Peter Stuyvesant, and ac- 
companied him to the siege of Fort Christina. He 
inherited, however, but little of the martial character 
of his ancestors. I have observed that he was 
a simple, good-natured man; he was, moreover, a 
kind neighbor, and an obedient, hen-pecked hus- 
band. Indeed, to the latter circumstance might be 
owing that meekness of spirit which gained him 
such universal popularity ; for those men are most 
apt to be obsequious and conciliating abroad, who 
are under the discipline of shrews at home. Their 
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tempers, doubtless, are rendered pliant and mallea-_ 
ble in the fiery furnace of domestic tribulation ; 
and a curtain-lecture is worth all the sermons in 
the world for teaching the virtues of patience and 
long-suffering. A termagant wife may, therefore, 
in some respects, be considered a tolerable bless- 
ing; andif so, Rip Van Winkle was thrice blessed. 
Certain it is, that he was a great favorite among all 
the good wives of the village, who, as usual with the 
amiable sex, took his part in all family squabbles ; 
and never failed, whenever they talked those mat- 
ters over in their gossipings, to lay all the blame on 
Dame Van Winkle. The children of the village, 
too, would shout with joy whenever he approached. 
He assisted at their sports, made their playthings, 
taught them to fly kites and shoot marbles, and told 
them long stories of ghosts, witches, and Indians. 
Whenever he went dodging about the village, he 
was surrounded by a troop of them, hanging on his 
skirts, clambering on his back, and playing a thou- 
sand tricks on him with impunity; and not a dog 
would bark at him throughout the neighborhood. 
The great error in Rip’s composition was an in- 
superable aversion to all kinds of profitable labor. 
It could not be from want of assiduity or persever- 
ance ; for he would sit on a wet rock, with a rod 
as long and heavy as a Tartar’s lance, and fish all 
day without a murmur, even though he should not 
he encouraged byasingle nibble. He would carry 
a fowling-piece on his shoulder for hours together, 
trudging through woods and swamps, and up hill 
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and down dale, to shoot a few squirrels or wild 
pigeons. He would never refuse to assist a neigh- 
bor even in the roughest toil, and was a foremost 
man at all country frolics for husking Indian corn, 
or building stone fences ; the women of the village, 
too, used to employ him to run their errands, and 
to do such little odd jobs as their less obliging hus- 
bands would not do for them. In a word, Rip was 
ready to attend to anybody’s business but his own ; 
but as to doing family duty, and keeping his farm in 
order, he found it impossible. 

In fact, he declared it was of no use to work on 
his farm ; it was the most pestilent little piece of 
ground in the whole country ; every thing about it 
went wrong, and would go wrong, in spite of him. 
His fences were continually falling to pieces ; his 
cow would either go astray, or get among the cab- 
bages ; weeds were sure to grow quicker in his 
fields than anywhere else ; the rain always made a 
point of setting in just as he had some out-door 
work to do; so that though his patrimonial estate 
had dwindled away under his management, acre by 
acre, until there was little more left than a mere 
patch of Indian corn and potatoes, yet it was the 
worst-conditioned farm in the neighborhood. 

His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if 
they belonged to nobody. His son Rip, an urchin 
begotten in his own likeness, promised to inherit 
the habits, with the old clothes, of his father. He 
was generally seen trooping like a colt at his moth- 
er’s heels, equipped in a pair of his father’s cast- 
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off galligaskins, which he had much ado to hold up 
with one hand, as a fine lady does her train in bad 
weather. 

Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of those 
happy mortals, of foolish, well-oiled dispositions, 
who take the world easy, eat white bread or brown, 
whichever can be got with least thought or trouble, 
and would rather starve on a penny that work for 
a pound. If left to himself, he would have whis- 
tled life away in perfect contentment ; but his wife 
kept continually dinning in his ears about his idle- 
ness, his carelessness, and the ruin he was bringing 
on his family. Morning, noon, and night, her 
tongue was incessantly going, and every thing he said 
or did was sure to produce a torrent of household 
eloquence. Rip had but one way of replying to 
all lectures of the kind, and that, by frequent use, 
had grown into a habit. He shrugged his shoul- 
ders, shook his head, cast up his eyes, but said 
nothing. This, however, always provoked a fresh 
volley from his wife ; so that he was fain to draw 
off his forces, and take to the outside of the house 
—the only side which, in truth, belongs to a hen- 
pecked husband. 

Rip’s sole domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, 
who was as much hen-pecked as his master ; for 
Dame Van Winkle regarded them as companions 
in idleness, and even looked upon Wolf with an 
evil eye, as the cause of his master’s going so often 
astray. True it is, in all points of -spirit befitting 
an honorable dog, he was as courageous an animal 
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as ever scoured the woods ; but what courage can 
withstand the ever-during and all-besetting terrors 
of a woman’s tongue? The moment Wolf entered 
the house his crest fell, his tail drooped to the 
ground or curled between his legs, he sneaked 
about with a gallows air, casting many a sidelong 
glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at the least 
flourish of a broomstick or ladle he would fly to 
the door with yelping precipitation. 

Times grew worse and worse with Rip Van 
Winkle as years of matrimony rolled on; a tart 
temper never mellows with age, and a sharp tongue 
is the only edged tool that grows keener with con- 
stant use. For a long while he used to console 
himself, when driven from home, by frequenting a 
kind of perpetual club of the sages, philosophers,. 
and other idle personages of the village, which held 
its sessions on a bench before a small inn, desig- 
nated by a rubicund portrait of his Majesty George 
the Third. Here they used to sit in the shade 
through a long, lazy summer’s day, talking listlessly 
over village gossip, or telling endless sleepy stories 
about nothing. But it would have been worth any 
statesman’s money to have heard the profound dis- 
cussions that sometimes took place, when by chance 
an old newspaper fell into their hands from some 
passing traveller. How solemnly they would listen 
to the contents, as drawled out by Derrick Van 
Bummel, the schoolmaster, a dapper, learned little 
man, who was not to be daunted by the most gigan- 
tic word in the dictionary ; and how sagely they 
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would deliberate upon public events some months 
after they had taken place. 

The opinions of this junto were completely con- 
trolled by Nicholas Vedder, a patriarch of the 
village, and landlord of the inn, at the door of 
which he took his seat from morning till night, just 
moving sufficiently to avoid the sun and keep in 
the shade of a large tree; so that the neighbors’ 
could tell the hour by his movements as accurately 
as by a sun-dial. It is true he was rarely heard to 
speak, but smoked his pipe incessantly. His ad- 
herents, however (for every great man has his 
adherents), perfectly understood him, and knew 
how to gather his opinions. When any thing that 
was read or related displeased him, he was observed 
to smoke his pipe vehemently, and to send forth 
short, frequent, and angry puffs ; but when pleased, 
he would inhale the smoke slowly and tranquilly, 
and emit it in light and placid clouds ; and some- 
times, taking the pipe from his mouth, and letting 
the fragrant vapor curl about his nose, would 
gravely nod his head in token of perfect appro- 
bation. 

From even this stronghold the unlucky Rip was 
at length routed by his termagant wife, who would 
suddenly break in upon the tranquillity of the as- 
semblage and call the members all to naught ; nor 
was that august personage, Nicholas Vedder him- 
self, sacred from the daring tongue of this terrible 
virago, who charged him outright with encouraging 
her husband in habits of idleness, 
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Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair ; 
and his only alternative, to escape from the labor 
of the farm and clamor of his wife, was to take gun 
in hand and stroll away into the woods. Here he 
would sometimes seat himself at the foot of a tree, 
and share the-contents of his wallet with Wolf, with 
whom he sympathized as a fellow-sufferer in perse- 
cution. “Poor Wolf,” he would say, “thy mistress 
leads thee a dog’s life of it ; but never mind, my lad, 
whilst I live thou shalt never want a friend to stand 
by thee!” Wolf would wag his tail, look wistfully 
at his master’s face ; and if dogs can feel pity, I 
verily believe he reciprocated the feeling with all 
his heart. - 

In a long ramble of the kind on a fine autumnal 
day, Rip had unconsciously scrambled to one of 
the highest parts of the Kaatskill mountains. He 
was after his favorite sport of squirrel shooting, and 
the still solitudes had echoed and re-echoed with 
the reports of his gun. Panting and fatigued, he 
threw himself, late in the afternoon, on a green 
knoll, covered with mountain herbage, that crowned 
the brow of aprecipice. From an opening between 
the trees he could overlook all the lower country 
for many a mile of rich woodland, He saw ata 
distance the lordly Hudson, far, far below him, 
moving on its silent but majestic course, with the 
reflection of a purple cloud, or the sail of a lagging 
bark, here and there sleeping on its glassy bosom, 
and at last losing itself in the blue highlands. 

On the other side he looked down into a deep 
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mountain glen, wild, lonely, and shagged, the bot- 
tom filled with fragments from the impending cliffs, 
and scarcely lighted by the reflected rays of the 
setting sun. For sometime Rip lay musing on this 
scene; evening was gradually advancing; the 
mountains began to throw their long blue shadows 
over the valleys; he saw that it would be dark 
long before he could reach the village, and he 
heaved a heavy sigh when he thought of encounter- 
ing the terrors of Dame Van Winkle. 

As he was about to descend, he heard a voice 
from a distance hallooing : “ Rip Van Winkle! Rip 
Van Winkle!” He looked round, but could see 
nothing but a crow winging its solitary flight across 
the mountain. He thought his fancy must have de- 
ceived him, and turned again to descend, when he 
heard the same cry ring through the still evening 
air: “ Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!” At 
the same time Wolf bristled up his back, and giving 
alow growl, skulked to his master’s side, looking 
fearfully down into the glen. Rip now felt a vague 
apprehension stealing over him; he looked anx- 
iously in the same direction, and perceived a strange 
figure slowly toiling up the rocks, and bending un- 
der the weight of something he carried on his back. 
He was surprised to see any human being in this 
lonely and unfrequented place ; but supposing it to 
be some one of the neighborhood in need of his 
assistance, he hastened down to yield it. 

On nearer approach he was still more surprised 
at the singularity of the stranger’s appearance. He 
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was a short, square-built old fellow, with thick 
bushy hair and a grizzled beard. His dress was of 
the antique Dutch fashion : a cloth jerkin strapped 
round the waist—several pair of breeches, the outer 
one of ample volume, decorated with rows of but- 
tons down the sides and bunches at the knees. 
He bore on his shoulder a stout keg, that seemed 
full of liquor, and made signs for Rip to approach 
and assist him with the load. Though rather shy 
and distrustful of this new acquaintance, Rip com- 
plied with his usual alacrity ; and mutually reliey- 
ing one another, they clambered up a narrow gully, 
apparently the dry bed of a mountain torrent. As 
they ascended, Rip every now and then heard long, 
rolling peals, like distant thunder, that seemed to 
issue out of a deep ravine, or rather cleft, between 
lofty rocks, toward which their rugged path con- 
ducted. He paused for an instant, but supposing 
it to be the muttering of one of those transient 
thunder-showers which often take place in moun- 
tain heights, he proceeded. Passing through the 
ravine, they came to a hollow, like a small amphi- 
theatre, surrounded by perpendicular precipices, 
over the brinks of which impending trees shot their 
branches, so that you only caught glimpses of the 
azure sky and the bright evening cloud. During 
the whole time Rip and his companion had labored 
on in silence ; for though the former marvelled 
greatly what could be the object of carrying a 
keg of liquor up this wild mountain, yet there was 
something strange and incomprehensible about 
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the unknown, that inspired awe and checked 
familiarity. 

On entering the amphitheatre, new objects of 
wonder presented themselves. On a level spot in 
the centre was a company of odd-looking person- 
ages playing at ninepins. They were dressed ina 
quaint, outlandish fashion ; some wore short doub- 
lets, others jerkins, with long knives in their belts, 
and most of them had enormous breeches, of simi- 
lar style with that of the guide’s. Their visages, 
too, were peculiar: one had a large beard, broad 
face, and small piggish eyes; the face of another 
seemed to consist entirely of nose, and was sur- 
mounted by a white sugar-loaf hat, set off with a 
little red cock’s tail. They all had beards, of vari- 
ous shapes and colors. There was one who seemed 
to be the commander. He was a stout old gentle- 
man, with a weather-beaten countenance ; he wore 
a laced doublet, broad belt and hanger, high- 
crowned hat and feather, red stockings, and high- 
heeled shoes, with roses in them. The whole group 
reminded Rip of the figures in an old Flemish 
painting, in the parlor of Dominie Van Shaick, 
the village parson, and which had been brought 
over from Holland at the time of the settlement. 

What seemed particularly odd to Rip was, that 
though these folks were evidently amusing them- 
selves, yet they maintained the gravest faces, the 
most mysterious silence, and were, withal, the most 
melancholy party of pleasure he had ever witnessed. 
Nothing interrupted the stillness of the scene but 
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the noise of the balls, which, whenever they were 
rolled, echoed along the mountains like rumbling 
peals of thunder. 

As Rip and his companion approached them, 
they suddenly desisted from their play, and stared 
at him with such fixed, statue-like gaze, and such 
strange, uncouth, lack-lustre countenances, that his 
heart turned within him, and his knees smote to- - 
gether. His companion now emptied the contents 
of the keg into large flagons, and made signs to him 
to wait upon the company. He obeyed with fear 
and trembling ; they quaffed the liquor in profound 
silence, and then returned to their game. 

By degrees Rip’s awe and apprehension subsided. 
He even ventured, when no eye was fixed upon 
him, to taste the beverage, which he found had 
much of the flavor of excellent hollands. He was 
naturally a thirsty soul, and was soon tempted to 
repeat the draught. One taste provoked another; 
and he reiterated his visits to the flagon so often, 
that at length his senses were overpowered, his 
eyes swam in his head, his head gradually declined, 
and he fell into a deep sleep. 

On waking, he found himself on the green knoll, 
whence he had first seen the old man of the glen. 
He rubbed his eyes—it was a bright sunny morn- 
ing. The birds were hopping and twittering among 
the bushes, and the eagle was wheeling aloft, and 
breasting the pure mountain breeze. “Surely,” 
thought Rip, “I have not slept here all night.” He 
recalled the occurrences before he fellasleep. The 
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strange man with a keg of liquor—the mountain 
ravine—the wild retreat among the rocks —the woe- 
begone party at ninepins—the flagon—‘ Oh! that 
flagon ! that wicked flagon !”” thought Rip,— what 
excuse shall I make to Dame Van Winkle?” 

He looked round for his gun, but in place of the 
clean, well-oiled fowling-piece, he found an old 
firelock lying by him, the barrel incrusted with 
rust, the lock falling off, and the stock worm- 
eaten. He now suspected that the grave roisters 
of the mountain had put a trick upon him, and, 
having dosed him with liquor, had robbed him of 
his gun. Wolf, too, had disappeared, but he might 
have strayed away after a squirrel or partridge. 
He whistled after him, and shouted his name, but 
all in vain; the echoes repeated his whistle and 
shout, but no dog was to be seen. 

He determined to revisit the scene of the last 
evening’s gambol, and if he met with any of the 
party, to demand his dog and gun. As he rose to 
walk, he found himself stiff in the joints, and want- 
ing in his usual activity. ‘These mountain beds 
do not agree with me,” thought Rip, “and if this 
frolic should lay me up with a fit of the rheuma- 
tism, I shall have a blessed time with Dame Van 
Winkle.” With some difficulty he got down into 
the glen ; he found the gully up which he and his 
companion had ascended the preceding evening ; 
but to his astonishment a mountain stream was 
now foaming down it, leaping from rock to rock, 
and filling the glen with babbling murmurs, He, 
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however, made shift to scramble up its sides, work- 
ing his toilsome way through thickets of birch, sas- 
safras, and witch-hazel, and sometimes tripped up 
or entangled by the wild grape-vines that twisted 
their coils or tendrils from tree to tree, and spread 
a kind of network in his path. 

At length he reached to where the ravine had 
opened through the cliffs to the amphitheatre ; but 
no traces of such opening remained. The rocks 
presented a high, impenetrable wall, over which the 
torrent came tumbling in a sheet of feathery foam, 
and fell into a broad deep basin, black from the 
shadows of the surrounding forest. Here, then, 
poor Rip was brought to a stand. He again called 
and whistled after his dog ; he was only answered 
by the cawing of a flock of idle crows, sporting 
high in air about a dry tree that overhung a sunny 
precipice; and who, secure in their elevation, 
seemed to look down and scoff at the poor man’s 
perplexities. What was to be done? the morning 
was passing away, and Rip felt famished for want 
of his breakfast. He grieved to give up his dog 
and gun; he dreaded to meet his wife; but it 
would not do to starve among the mountains. He 
shook his head, shouldered the rusty firelock, and, 
with a heart full of trouble and anxiety, turned his 
steps homeward. 

As he approached the village he met a number 
of people, but none whom he knew, which some- 
what surprised him, for he had thought himself 
acquainted with every one in the country round, 
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Their dress, too, was of a different fashion from that 
to which he was accustomed. They all stared at 
him with equal marks of surprise, and whenever 
they cast their eyes upon him, invariably stroked 
their chins. The constant recurrence of this ges- 
ture induced Rip, involuntarily, to do the same, 
when, to his astonishment, he found his beard had 
grown a foot long ! 

He had now entered the skirts of the village. A 
troop of strange children ran at his heels, hooting 
after him, and pointing at his gray beard. The 
dogs, too, not one of which he recognized for an 
old acquaintance, barked at him as he passed. The 
very village was altered; it was larger and more 
populous. There were rows of houses he had never 
seen before, and those which had been his familiar 
haunts had disappeared. Strange names were over 
the doors—strange faces at the windows—every 
thing was strange. His mind now misgave him; 
he began to doubt whether both he and the world 
around him were not bewitched. Surely this was 
his native village, which he had left but the day 
before. There stood the Kaatskill mountains— 
there ran the silver Hudson at a distance—there 
was every hill and dale precisely as it had always 
been. Rip was sorely perplexed. “That flagon 
last night,” thought he, “has addled my poor head 
sadly!” 

It was with some difficulty that he found the way 
to his own house, which he approached with silent 
awe, expecting every moment to hear the shrill voice 
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of Dame Van Winkle. He found the house gone to 
decay—the roof fallen in, the windows shattered, 
and the doors off the hinges. A half-starved dog 
that looked like Wolf was skulking about it. Rip 
called him by name, but the cur snarled, showed 
his teeth, and passed on. This was an unkind cut 
indeed. “My very dog,” sighed poor Rip, “ has for- 
gotten me!” 

He entered the house, which, to tell the truth, 
Dame Van Winkle had always kept in neat order. 
It was empty, forlorn, and apparently abandoned. 
This desolateness overcame all his connubial fears 
—he called loudly for his wife and children—the 
lonely chambers rang for a moment with his voice, 
and then all again was silence. 

He now hurried forth, and hastened to his old 
resort, the village inn—but it too was gone. A 
large, rickety wooden building stood in its place, 
with great gaping windows, some of them broken 
and mended with old hats and petticoats, and over 
the door was painted, “ The Union Hotel, by Jona- 
than Doolittle.” Instead of the great tree that 
used to shelter the quiet little Dutch inn of yore, 
there now was reared a tall naked pole, with some- 
thing on the top that looked like a red nightcap, 
and from it was fluttering a flag, on which was a 
singular assemblage of stars and stripes ;—all this 
was strange and incomprehensible. He recognized 
on the sign, however, the ruby face of King George, 
under which he had smoked so many a peaceful 
pipe; but even this was singularly metamorphosed, 
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The red coat was changed for one of blue and buff, 
a sword was held in the right hand instead of a 
sceptre, the head.was decorated with a cocked hat, 
and underneath was painted in large characters, 
GENERAL WASHINGTON. 

There was, as usual, a crowd of folk about the 
door, but none that Rip recollected. The very 
character of the people seemed changed. There 
was a busy, bustling, disputatious tone about it, 
instead of the accustomed phlegm and drowsy 
tranquillity. He looked in vain for the sage 
Nicholas Vedder, with his broad face, double chin, 
and fair long pipe, uttering clouds of tobacco- 
smoke instead of idle speeches; or Van Bummel, 
the schoolmaster, doling forth the contents of an 
ancient newspaper. In place of these, a lean, 
bilious-looking fellow, with his pockets full of 
hand-bills, was haranguing vehemently about rights 
of citizens—elections—members of congress—lib- 
erty—Bunker’s Hill—heroes of seventy-six—and 
other words, which were a perfect Babylonish jar- 
gon to the bewildered Van Winkle. 

The appearance of Rip, with his long, grizzled 
beard, his rusty fowling-piece, his uncouth dress, 
and an army of women and children at his heels, 
soon attracted the attention of the tavern politi- 
cians. They crowded round him, eying him from 
head to foot with great curiosity. The orator 
bustled up to him, and, drawing him partly aside, 
inquired, “On which side he voted?” Rip stared 
in yacant stupidity. Another short but busy little 
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fellow pulled him by the arm, and, rising on tiptoe, 
inquired in his ear, “Whether he was Federal or 
Democrat?’’ Rip was equally at a loss to compre- 
hend the question ; when a knowing, self-important 
old gentleman, in a sharp cocked hat, made his 
way through the crowd, putting them to the right 
and left with his elbows as he passed, and planting 
himself before Van Winkle, with one arm akimbo, 
the other resting on his cane, his keen eyes and 
sharp hat penetrating, as it were, into his very soul, 
demanded in an austere tone, ‘What brought him 
to the election with a gun on his shoulder, and a 
mob at his heels ; and whether he meant to breed 
a riot in the village ?’’—“ Alas! gentlemen,” cried 
Rip, somewhat dismayed, “I am a poor, quiet man, 
a native of the place, and a loyal subject-of the 
king, God bless him !”’ 

Here a general shout burst from the by-standers 
—“‘Atory! atory! aspy! arefugee! hustle him! 
away with him!” It was with great difficulty that 
the self-important man in the cocked hat restored 
order; and, having assumed a tenfold austerity of 
brow, demanded again of the unknown culprit, 
what he came there for, and whom he was seeking. 
The poor man humbly assured him that he meant 
no harm, but merely came there in search of some 
of his neighbors, who used to keep about the 
tavern. 

“Well—who are they ?—name them.” 

Rip bethought himself a moment, and inquired, 
“ Where ’s Nicholas Vedder?” 
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There was a silence for a little while, when an 
old man replied, in a thin, piping voice: “Nicholas 
Vedder ! why, he is dead and gone these eighteen 
years! There was a wooden tombstone in the 
churchyard that used to tell all about him, but 
that ’s rotten and gone too.” 

“Where ’s Brom Dutcher?” - 

“ Oh, he went off to the army in the beginning of 
the war ; some say he was killed at the storming of 
Stony Point—others say he was drowned in a 
squall at the foot of Antony’s Nose. I don’t know 
—he never came back again.” 

“ Where ’s Van Bummel, the schoolmaster ?”’ 

“ He went off to the wars too, was a great militia 
general, and is now in congress.” 

Rip’s heart died away at hearing of these sad 
changes in his home and friends, and finding him- 
self thus alone in the world. Every answer puzzled 
him too, by treating of such enormous lapses of 
time, and of matters which he could not under- 
stand : war—congress—Stony Point ;—he had no 
courage to ask after any more friends, but cried 
out in despair, ‘“‘ Does nobody here know Rip Van 
Winkle?” 

“Oh, Rip Van Winkle!” exclaimed two or 
three; ‘oh, to be sure! that ’s Rip Van Winkle ~ 
yonder, leaning against the tree.” 

Rip looked, and beheld a precise counterpart of 
himself, as he went up the mountain; apparently 
as lazy, and certainly as ragged. The poor fellow ~ 
was completely confounded. He doubted his own 
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identity, and whether he was himself or another 
man. In the midst of his bewilderment, the man 
in the cocked hat demanded who he was, and what 
was his name. 

“God knows,” exclaimed he at his wit’s end; 
“JT ’m not myself—I ’m somebody else—that ’s me 
yonder—no—that ’s somebody else got into my 
shoes—I was myself last night, but I fell asleep on 
the mountain, and they ’ve changed my gun, and 
every thing ’s changed, and I ’m changed, and I 
can’t tell what ’s my name, or who I am!” 

The by-standers began now to look at each other, 
nod, wink significantly, and tap their fingers against 
their foreheads. There was a whisper, also, about 
securing the gun, and keeping the old fellow from 
doing mischief, at the very suggestion of which the 
self-important man inthe cocked hat retired with 
some precipitation. At this critical moment a 
fresh, comely woman pressed through the throng 
to get a peep at the gray-bearded man. She hada 
chubby child in her arms, which, frightened at his 
fo0ks, sbegan to cry.. ‘ Hush, Rip,” cried: she; 
“hush, you little fool; the old man won’t hurt 
you.” The name of the child, the air of the 
mother, the tone of her voice, all awakened a train 
of recollections in his mind. ‘What is your name, 
my good woman?” asked he. 

“Judith Gardenier.” 

“ And your father’s name?” 

“ Ah, poor man, Rip Van Winkle was his name, 
but it’s twenty years since he went away from 
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home with his gun, and never has been heard of 
since,—his dog came home without him; but 
whether he shot himself, or was carried away by 
the Indians, nobody can tell. I was then but a 
little girl.” 

Rip had but one question more to ask; but he 
put it with a faltering voice : bi 

“Where ’s your mother ?”’ 

“Oh, she too had died but a short time since ; 
she broke a blood-vessel in a fit of passion at a 
New-England pedler.” 

There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this 
intelligence. The honest man cguld contain him- 
self no longer. He caught his daughter and her 
child in his arms. ‘I am your father!” cried he 
—“ Young Rip Van Winkle once—old Rip Van 
Winkle now !—Does nobody know poor Rip Van 
Winkle?” 

All stood amazed, until an old woman, tottering 
out from among the crowd, put her hand to her 
brow, and peering under it in his face for a moment, 
exclaimed: “Sure enough! it is Rip Van Winkle— 
it is himself ! Welcome home again, old neighbor ! 
Why, where have you been these twenty long 
years?” 

Rip’s story was soon told, for the whole twenty 
years had been to him but as one night. The 
neighbors stared when they heard it; some were 
seen to wink at each other, and put their tongues 
in their cheeks: and the self-important man in the 
cocked hat, who, when the alarm was over, had 
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returned to the field, screwed down the corners of 
his mouth, and shook his head—upon which there 
was a general shaking of the head throughout the 
assemblage. 

It was determined, however, to take the opinion 
of old Peter Vanderdonk, who was seen slowly ad- 
vancing up the road. He was a descendant of the 
historian of that name, who wrote one of the earli- 
est accounts of the province. Peter was the most 
ancient inhabitant of the village, and well versed 
in all the wonderful events and traditions of the 
neighborhood. He recollected Rip at once, and 
corroborated his story in the most satisfactory 
manner. He assured the company that it was a 
fact, handed down from his ancestor the historian, 
that the Kaatskill mountains had always been 
haunted by strange beings. That it was affirmed 
that the great Hendrick Hudson, the first dis- 
coverer of the river and country, kept a kind of 
vigil there every twenty years, with his crew of the 
Half-moon; being permitted in this way to re- 
visit the scenes of his enterprise, and keep a 
guardian eye upon the river and the great city 
called by his name. That his father had once 
seen them in their old Dutch dresses playing at 
ninepins in a hollow of the mountain ; and that he 


himself had heard, one summer afternoon, the 


sound of their balls, like distant peals of thunder. 
To make a long story short, the company broke 

up and returned to the more important concerns of 

the election. Rip’s daughter took him home to 
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live with her ; she had a snug, well-furnished house, 
and a stout, cheery farmer for a husband, whom 
Rip recollected for one of the urchins that used to 
climb upon his back. As to Rip’s son and heir, 
who was the ditto of himself, seen leaning against 
the tree, he was employed to work on the farm ; 
but evinced an hereditary disposition to attend a 
any thing else but his business, 

Rip now resumed his old walks and habits ; he 
soon found many of his former cronies, though all 
rather the worse for the wear and tear of time ; and 
preferred making friends among the rising genera- 
tion, with whom he soon grew into great favor. 

Having nothing to do at home, and being arrived 
at that happy age when a man can be idle with 
impunity, he took his place once more on the bench 
at the inn door, and was reverenced as one of the 
patriarchs of the village, and a chronicle of the old 
times “before the war.” It was some time before 
he could get into the regular track of gossip, or 
could be made to comprehend the strange events 
that had taken place during his torpor. How that 
there had been a revolutionary war,—that the 
country had thrown off the yoke of old England,— 
and that, instead of being a subject of his Majesty 
George the Third, he was now a free citizen of the 
United States. Rip, in fact, was no politician ; 
the changes of states and empires made but little 
impression on him; but there was one species of 
despotism under which he had long groaned, and 
that was—petticoat government. Happily that was 
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at an end; he had got his neck out of the yoke of 
matrimony, and could go in and out whenever he 
pleased, without dreading the tyranny of Dame 
Van Winkle. Whenever her name was mentioned, 
however, he shook his head, shrugged his shoulders, 
and cast up his eyes; which might pass either for 
an expression of resignation to his fate, or joy at 
his deliverance. 

He used to tell his story to every stranger that 
arrived at Mr. Doolittle’s hotel. He was observed, 
at first, to vary on some points every time he told 
it; which was, doubtless, owing to his having so 
“recently awaked. It at last settled down precisely 
to the tale I have related, and not a man, woman, 
or child in the neighborhood but knew it by heart. 
Some always pretended to doubt the reality of it, 
and insisted that Rip had been out of his head, and 
that this was one point on which he always re- 
mained flighty. The old Dutch inhabitants, how- 
ever, almost universally gave it full credit. Even 
to this day they never hear a thunder-storm of a 
summer afternoon about the Kaatskill, but they say 
Hendrick Hudson and his crew are at their game 
of ninepins; and it is a common wish of all hen- 
pecked husbands in the neighborhood, when life 
hangs heavy on their hands, that they might have a 
quieting draught out of Rip Van Winkle’s flagon. 


NOTE. 
The foregoing Tale, one would suspect, had been suggested 


to Mr. Knickerbocker by a little German superstition about 
the Emperor Frederick der Rothbart, and the Kypphauser 
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mountain : the subjoined note, however, which he had ap- 
pended to the tale, shows that it is an absolute fact, narrated 
with his usual fidelity. ‘ ‘ 

‘The story of Rip Van Winkle may seem incredible to 
many, but nevertheless I give it my full belief, for 1 know 
the vicinity of our old Dutch settlements to have been very 
subject to marvellous events and appearances, Indeed, I 
have heard many stranger stories than this, in the villages 
along the Hudson ; all of which were too well authenticated to 
admit of a doubt. I have even talked with Rip Van Winkle 
myself, who, when last I saw him, was a very venerable old 
man, and so perfectly rational and consistent on every other 
point, that I think no conscientious person could refuse to take 
this into the bargain; nay, I have seen a certificate on the 
subject taken before a country justice and signed with a cross, 
in the justice’s own handwriting. The story, therefore, is be- 
yond the possibility of doubt. 

OH Die tee 
POSTSC RI Pa 


The following are travelling notes from a memorandum- 
book of Mr. Knickerbocker. 

The Kaatsberg or Catskill mountains have always been a 
region full of fable. The Indians considered them the abode 
of spirits, who influenced the weather, spreading sunshine or 
clouds over the landscape, and sending good or bad hunting- 
seasons. They were ruled by an old squaw spirit, said to be 
their mother. She dwelt on the highest peak of the Catskills, 
and had charge of the doors of day and night to open and 
shut them at the proper hour. She hung up the new moons 
in the skies, and cut up the old ones into stars. In times of 
drought, if properly propitiated, she would spin light summer 
clouds out of cobwebs and morning dew, and send them off, 
from the crest of the mountain, flake after flake, like flakes 
of carded cotton, to float in the air; until, dissolved by the 
heat of the sun, they would fall in gentle showers, causing 
the grass to spring, the fruits to ripen, and the corn to grow 
an inch an hour. If displeased, however, she would brew up 
clouds black as ink, sitting in the midst of them like a bottle- 
bellied spider in the midst of its web ; and when these clouds 
broke, woe betide the valleys ! 

In old times, say the Indian traditions, there was a kind of 
Manitou or Spirit, who kept about the wildest recesses of the 
Catskill mountains, and took a mischievous pleasure in wreak- 
ing all kinds of evils and vexations upon the red men. Some- 
times he would assume the form of a bear, a panther, or a 


RIP VAN WINKLE, rig) 


deer, lead the bewildered hunter a weary chase through tan- 
gled forests and among ragged rocks’; and then spring off 
with aloud ho! ho! leaving him aghast on the brink of a 
beetling precipice or raging torrent. : 

The favorite abode of this Manitou is still shown. Itisa 
great rock or cliff on the loneliest part of the mountains, and, 
from the flowering vines which clamber about it, and the wild 
flowers which abound in its neighborhood, is known by the 
name of the Garden Rock. Near the foot of itis a small lake, 
the haunt of the solitary bittern, with water-snakes basking 
in the sun on the leaves of the pond-lilies which lie on the 
surface. This place was held in great awe by the Indians, 
insomuch that the boldest hunter would not pursue his game 
within its precincts. Once upon a time, however, a hunter 
who had lost his way penetrated to the Garden Rock, where 
he beheld a number of gourds placed in the crotches of trees. 
One of these he seized and made off with it, but in the hurry 
of his retreat he let it fall among the rocks, when a great 
stream gushed forth, which washed him away and swept him 
down precipices, where he was dashed to pieces, and the 
stream made its way to the Hudson, and continues to flow to 
the present day ; being the identical stream known by the 
name of the Kaaters-kill. 


PALACE OF THE ALHAMBRA. 


© the traveller imbued with a feeling for 

the historical and poetical, so insepa- 

rably intertwined in the annals of ro- 

mantic Spain, the Alhambra is as much 
an object of devotion as is the Caaba to all true 
Moslems. How many legends and traditions, true 
and fabulous,—how many songs and ballads, Ara- 
bian and Spanish, of love and war and chivalry, are 
associated with this Oriental pile! It was the 
royal abode of the Moorish kings, where, sur- 
rounded with the splendors and refinements of Asi- 
atic luxury, they held dominion over what they 
vaunted as a terrestrial paradise, and made their last 
stand for empire in Spain. The royal palace forms 
but a part of a fortress, the walls of which, studded 
with towers, stretch irregularly round the whole 
crest of a hill, a spur of the Sierra Nevada or 
Snowy Mountains, and overlook the city ; exter- 
nally it is a rude congregation of towers and battle- 
ments, with no regularity of plan nor grace of 


architecture, and giving little promise of the grace 
and beauty which prevail within. 


In the time of the Moors the fortress was capable 
of containing within its outward precincts an army 
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of forty thousand men, and served occasionally as a 
stronghold of the sovereigns against their rebellious 
subjects. After the kingdom had passed into the 
hands of the Christians, the Alhambra continued to 
be a royal demesne, and was occasionally inhabited 
by the Castilian monarchs, The emperor Charles 
V. commenced a sumptuous palace within its walls, 
but was deterred from completing it by repeated 
shocks of earthquakes. The last royal residents 
were Philip V. and his beautiful queen, Elizabetta 
of Parma, early in the eighteenth century. Great 
preparations were made for their reception. The 
palace and gardens were placed in a state of repair, 
and a new suite of apartments erected, and deco- 
rated by artists brought from Italy. The sojourn of 
the sovereigns was transient, and after their depar- 
ture the palace once more became desolate. Still 
the place was maintained with some military state. 
The governor held it immediately from the crown, 
its jurisdiction extended down into the suburbs of 
the city, and was independent of the captain-gen- 
eral of Granada. A considerable garrison was kept 
up ; the governor had his apartments in the front 
of the old Moorish palace, and never descended 
into Granada without some military parade. The 
fortress, in fact, was a little town of itself, having 
several streets of houses within its walls, together 
with a Franciscan convent and a parochial church. 

The desertion of the court, however, was a fatal 
blow to the Alhambra. Its beautiful halls became 
desolate, and some of them fell to ruins, the gar- 
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dens were destroyed, and the fountains ceased to 
play. By degrees the dwellings became filled with 
a loose and lawless population, contrabandistas, 
who availed themselves of its independent juris- 
diction to carry on a wide and daring course of 
smuggling, and thieves and rogues of all sorts, who 
made this their place of refuge whence they might 
depredate upon Granada and its vicinity. The 
strong arm of government at length interfered ; the 
whole community was thoroughly sifted ; none were 
suffered to remain but such as were of honest char- 
acter, and had legitimate right to a residence ; the 
greater part of the houses were demolished and 
a mere hamlet left, with the parochial church and 
the Franciscan convent. During the recent troubles 
in Spain, when Granada was in the hands of the 
French, the Alhambra was garrisoned by their 
troops, and the palace was occasionally inhabited 
by the French commander. With that enlightened 
taste which has ever distinguished the French 
nation in their conquests, this monument of Moor- 
ish elegance and grandeur was rescued from the 
absolute ruin and desolation that were overwhelm- 
ing it. The roofs were repaired, the saloons and 
galleries protected from the weather, the gardens 
cultivated, the watercourses restored, the fountains 
once more made to throw up their sparkling 
showers ; and Spain may thank her invaders for 
having preserved to her the most beautiful and in- 
teresting of her historical monuments. 

On the departure of the French they blew up 
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several towers of the outer wall, and left the forti- 
fications scarcely tenable. Since that time the 
military importance of the post is at an end. The 
garrison is a handful of invalid soldiers, whose 
principal duty is to guard some of the outer towers, 
which serve occasionally as a prison of state; and 
the governor, abandoning the lofty hill of the Al- 
hambra, resides in the centre of Granada, for the 
more convenient dispatch of his official duties. I 
cannot conclude this brief notice of the state of the 
fortress without bearing testimony to the honorable 
exertions of its present commander, Don Francisco 
de Serna, who is tasking all the limited resources 
at his command to put the palace in a state of re- 
pair, and by his judicious precautions has for some 
time arrested its too certain decay. Had his pre- 
decessors discharged the duties of their station 
with equal fidelity, the Alhambra might yet have 
remained in almost its pristine beauty ; were gov- 
ernment to second him with means equal to his 
zeal, this relic of it might still be preserved for 
many generations to adorn the land and attract 
the curious and enlightened of every clime. 

Our first object of course, on the morning after 
our arrival, was a visit to this time-honored edifice ; 
it has been so often, however, and so minutely de- 
scribed by travellers, that I shall not undertake to 
give a comprehensive and elaborate account of it, 
but merely occasional sketches of parts, with the 
incidents and associations connected with them. 

Leaving our fosada, and traversing the renowned 
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square of the Vivarrambla, once the scene of 
Moorish jousts and tournaments, now a crowded 
market-place, we proceeded along the Zacatin, the 
main street of what, in the time of the Moors, was 
the Great Bazaar, and where small shops and nar- 
row alleys still retain the Oriental character. 
Crossing an open place in front of the palace of 
the captain-general, we ascended a confined and 
winding street, the name of which reminded us of 
the chivalric days of Granada. It is called the Calle, 
or street of the Gomeres, from a Moorish family 
famous in chronicle and song. This street led up to 
the Puerta de las Granadas, a massive gateway of 
Grecian architecture, built by Charles V., forming 
the entrance to the domains of the Alhambra. 

At the gate were two or three ragged super- 
annuated soldiers, dozing on a stone bench, the 
successors of the Zegris and the Abencerrages ; 
while a tall, meagre varlet, whose rusty-brown 
cloak was evidently intended to conceal the ragged 
state of his nether garments, was lounging in the 
sunshine and gossiping with an ancient sentinel on 
duty. He joined us as we entered the gate, and 
offered his services to show us the fortress. 

I have a traveller’s dislike to officious ciceroni, 
and did not altogether like the garb of the applicant. 

“You are well acquainted with the place, I 
presume ?”’ 

“Ninguno mas ; pues senor, soy hijo de la Alham- 


bra.’’—(Nobody better ; in fact, sir, I am a son of 
the Alhambra !) 
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The common Spaniards have certainly a most 
poetical way of expressing themselves. “A son of 
the Alhambra!” the appellation caught me at 
once ; the very tattered garb of my new acquaint- 
ance assumed a dignity in my eyes. It was 
emblematic of the fortunes of the place, and be- 
fitted the progeny of a ruin. 

I put some further questions to him, and found 
that his title was legitimate. His family had lived 
in the fortress from generation to generation ever 
since the time of the Conquest. His name was 
Mateo Ximenes. “Then, perhaps,” said I, “you 
may be a descendant from the great Cardinal 
Ximenes ?’’—“ Dios sabe! God knows, Sefior! It 
may be so. We are the oldest family in the Al- 
hambra,—C%ristianos viejos, old Christians, without 
any taint of Moor or Jew. I know we belong to 
some great family or other, but I forget whom. 
My father knows all about it ; he has the coat-of- 
arms hanging up in his cottage, up in the fortress.” 
There is not any Spaniard, however poor, but has 
some claim to high pedigree. The first title of this 
ragged worthy, however, had completely captivated 
me; so I gladly accepted the services of the “son 
of the Alhambra.” 

We now found ourselves in a deep, narrow 
ravine, filled with beautiful groves, with a steep 
avenue, and various foot-paths winding through it, 
bordered with stone seats and ornamented with 
fountains. To our left we beheld the’towers of 
the Alhambra beetling above us; to our right, 
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on the opposite side of the ravine, we were 
equally dominated by rival towers on a rocky emi- 
nence. These, we were told, were the Torres Ver- 
mejos, or vermilion towers, so called from their 
ruddy hue. No one knows their origin. They are 
of a date much anterior to the Alhambra; some 
suppose them to have been built by the Romans ; 
others, by some wandering colony of Phoenicians. 
Ascending the steep and shady avenue, we arrived 
at the foot of a hugesquare Moorish tower, forming 
a kind of barbacan, through which passed the main 
entrance to the fortress. Within the barbacan was 
another group of veteran invalids, one mounting 
guard at the portal, while the rest, wrapped in their 
tattered cloaks, slept on the stone benches. This 
portal is called the Gate of Justice, from the tribu- 
nal held within its porch during the Moslem domi- 
nation, for the immediate trial of petty causes; a 
custom common to the Oriental nations and occa- 
sionally alluded to in the Sacred Scriptures. “ Judges 
and officers shalt thou make thee zz all thy gates, 
and they shall judge the people with just judgment.” 

The great vestibule, or porch of the gate, is 
formed by an immense Arabian arch, of the horse- 
shoe form, which springs to half the height of the 
tower. On the keystone of this arch is engraven a 
gigantic hand. Within the vestibule, on the keystone 
ot the portal, is sculptured, in like manner, a gigan- 
tic key. Those who pretend to some knowledge of 
Mohammedan symbols, affirm that the hand is the 
emblem of doctrine ; the five fingers designating 
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the five principal commandments of the creed of 
Islam,—fasting, pilgrimage, alms-giving, ablution, 
and war against infidels. The key, they say, is the 
emblem of the faith of power ; the key of Daoud, 
or David, transmitted to the prophet. “ And the key 
of the house of David will I lay upon his shoulder ; 
so he shall open and none shall shut, and he shall 
shut and none shall open.” (Isaiah xxii, 22.) 
The key we are told was emblazoned on the stand- 
ard of the Moslems in opposition to the Christian 
emblem of the cross, when they subdued Spain or 
Andalusia. It betokened the conquering power 
invested in the prophet. “ He that hath the key of 
David; he that openeth and no man shutteth, and 
shutteth and no man openeth.” (Rev. ili, 7.) 

A different explanation of these emblems, how- 
ever, was given by the legitimate son of the Alham- 
bra, and one more in unison with the notions of 
the common people, who attach something of mys- 
tery and magic to every thing Moorish, and have 
all kinds of superstitions connected with this old 
Moslem fortress. According to Mateo, it was a 
tradition handed down from the oldest inhabitants, 
- and which he had from his father and grandfather, 
that the hand and key were magical devices on 
which the fate of the Alhambra depended. The 
Moorish king who built it was a great magician, or, 
as some believed, had sold himself to the Devil, and 
had laid the whole fortress under a magic spell. 
By this means it had remained standing for several 
years, in defiance of storms and earthquakes, while 
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almost all other buildings of the Moors had fallen 
to ruin and disappeared. This spell, the tradition 
went on to say, would last until the hand on the 
outer arch should reach down and grasp the key, 
when the whole pile would tumble to pieces, and 
all the treasures buried beneath it by the Moors 
would be revealed. 

Notwithstanding this ominous prediction, we ven- 
tured to pass through the spell-bound gateway, 
feeling some little assurance against magic art in 
the protection of the Virgin, a statue of whom we 
observed above the portal. 

After passing through the barbacan, we ascended 
a narrow lane, winding between walls, and came on 
an open esplanade within the fortress, called the 
Plaza de los Algibes, or Place of the Cisterns, from 
great reservoirs which undermine it, cut in the 
living rock by the Moors to receive the water brought 
by conduits from the Darro, for the supply of the 
fortress. Here, also, is a well of immense depth, 
furnishing the purest and coldest of water,—another 
monument of the delicate taste of the Moors, who 
were indefatigable in their exertions to obtain that 
element in its crystal purity. 

In front of this esplanade is the splendid pile 
commenced by Charles V., and intended, it is said, 
to eclipse the residence of the Moorish kings. 
Much of the Oriental edifice intended for the win- 
ter season was demolished to make way for this 
massive pile. The grand entrance was blocked up ; 
so that the present entrance to the Moorish palace 


PALACE OF THE ALHAMBRA. 143 


is through a simple and almost humble portal in a 
corner. With all the massive grandeur and archi- 
tectural merit of the palace of Charles V., we re- 
garded it as an arrogant intruder, and passing by 
it with a feeling almost of scorn, rang at the Mos- 
lem portal. 

While waiting for admittance, our self-imposed 
cicerone, Mateo Ximenes, informed us that the 
royal palace was intrusted to the care of a worthy 
old maiden dame called Dofia Antonia-Molina, but 
who, according to Spanish custom, went by the 
more neighborly appellation of Tia Antonia (Aunt 
Antonia), who maintained the Moorish halls and 
gardens in order and showed them to strangers. 
While we were talking, the door was opened by a 
plump little black-eyed Andalusian damsel, whom 
Mateo addressed as Dolores, but who from her bright 
looks and cheerful disposition evidently merited a 
merrier name. Mateo informed me in a whisper 
that she was the niece of Tia Antonia, and I found 
she was the good fairy who was to conduct us . 
through the enchanted palace. Under her guidance 
we crossed the threshold, and were at once trans- 
ported, as if by magic wand, into other times and 
an Oriental realm, and were treading the scenes of 
Arabian story. Nothing could be in greater con- 
trast than the unpromising exterior of the pile with 
the scene now before us. We found ourselves in a 
vast patio or court, one hundred and fifty feet in 
length, and upwards of eighty feet in breadth, 
paved with white marble, and decorated at each 
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end with light Moorish peristyles, one of which 
supported an elegant gallery of fretted architecture. 
Along the mouldings of the cornices and on various 
parts of the walls were escutcheons and ciphers, 
and Cufic and Arabic characters in high relief, re- 
peating the pious mottoes of the Moslem monarchs, 
the builders of the Alhambra, or extolling their 
grandeur and munificence. Along the centre of 
the court extended an immense basin or tank (es- 
tangue), a hundred and twenty-four feet in length, 
twenty-seven in’ breadth, and five in depth, re- 
ceiving its water from two marble vases. Hence it 
is called the Court of the Alberca (from al Beerkah, 
the Arabic for a pond or tank). Great numbers of 
goldfish were to be seen gleaming through the waters 
of the basin, and it was bordered by hedges of roses. 
Passing from the Court of the Alberca under a 
Moorish archway, we entered the renowned Court 
of Lions. No part of the edifice gives a more 
complete idea of its original beauty than this, for 
none has suffered so little from the ravages of time. 
In the centre stands the fountain famous in song 
and story. The alabaster basins still shed their 
“diamond drops; the twelve lions which support 
them, and give the court its name, still cast forth 
crystal streams as in the days of Boabdil. The 
lions, however, are unworthy of their fame, being 
of miserable sculpture, the work probably of some 
Christian captive. The court is laid out in flower- 
beds, instead of its ancient and appropriate pave- 
ment of tiles or marble ; the alteration, an instance 
of bad taste, was made by the French when in pos- 
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session of Granada. Round the four sides of the 
court are light Arabian arcades of open filigree 
work, supported by slender pillars of white marble, 
which it is supposed were originally gilded. The 
architecture, like that in most parts of the interior 
of the palace, is characterized by elegance rather 
than grandeur, bespeaking a delicate and graceful 
taste, and a disposition to indolent enjoyment. 
When one looks upon the fairy traces of the peri- 
styles, and the apparently fragile fretwork of the 
walls, it is difficult to believe that so much has sur- 
vived the wear and tear of centuries, the shocks of 
earthquakes, the violence of war, and the quiet, 
though no less baneful, pilferings of the tasteful 
traveller : it is almost sufficient to excuse the popu- 
lar tradition, that the whole is protected by a magic 
charm. 

On one side of the court a rich portal opens into 
the Hall of the Abencerrages—so called from the 
gallant cavaliers of that illustrious line who were 
here perfidiously massacred. There are some who 
doubt the whole story, but our humble cicerone, 
Mateo, pointed out the very wicket of the portal 
through which they were introduced one by one 
into the Court of Lions, and the white marble 
fountain in the centre of the hall beside which they 
were beheaded. He showed us also certain broad 
ruddy stains on the pavement, traces of their blood, 
which, according to popular belief, can never be 
effaced. 

Finding we listened to him apparently with easy 
faith, he added, that there was often heard at night, 
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in the Court of Lions, a low confused sound, re- 
sembling the murmuring of a multitude; and now 
and then a faint tinkling, like the distant clank of 
chains. ‘These sounds were made by the spirits of 
the murdered Abencerrages, who nightly haunt the 
scene of their suffering and invoke the vengeance 
of Heaven on their destroyer. 

The sounds in question had no doubt been pro- 
duced, as I had afterwards an opportunity of as- 
certaining, by the bubbling currents and tinkling 
falls of water conducted under the pavement 
through pipes and channels to supply the foun- 
tains ; but I was too considerate to intimate such 
an idea to the humble chronicler of the Alhambra. 

Encouraged by my easy credulity, Mateo gave 
me the following as an undoubted fact, which he 
had from his grandfather : 

There was once an invalid soldier, who had 
charge of the Alhambra to show it to strangers. 
As he was one evening, about twilight, passing 
through the Court of Lions, he heard footsteps on 
the Hall of the Abencerrages ; supposing some 
strangers to be lingering there, he advanced to 
attend upon them, when to his astonishment he 
beheld four Moors richly dressed, with gilded 
cuirasses and cimeters, and poniards glittering 
with precious stones. They were walking to and 
fro, with solemn pace; but paused and beckoned 
tohim, The old soldier, however, took to flight, 
and could never afterwards be prevailed upon to 
enter the Alhambra. Thus it is that men some- 
times turn their backs upon fortune; for it is the 
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firm opinion of Mateo, that the Moors intended 
to reveal the place where their treasures lay buried. 
A successor to the invalid soldier was more know- 
ing ; he came to the Alhambra poor; but at the 
end of a year went off to Malaga, bought houses, 
set up a carriage, and still lives there, one of the 
richest as well as oldest men of the place: all 
which, Mateo sagely surmised, was in consequence 
of his finding out the golden secret of these phan- 
tom Moors. 

I now perceived I had made an invaluable ac- 
quaintance in this son of the Alhambra, one who 
knew all the apocryphal history of the place, and 
firmly believed in it, and whose memory was stuffed 
with a kind of knowledge for which I have a lurk- 
ing fancy, but which is too apt to be considered 
rubbish by less indulgent philosophers. I de- 
termined to cultivate the acquaintance of this 
learned Theban. 

Immediately opposite the Hall of the Abencer- 
rages, a portal, richly adorned, leads into a hall of 
less tragical associations. It is light and lofty, 
exquisitely graceful in its architecture, paved with 
white marble, and bears the suggestive name of the 
Hall of the Two Sisters. Some destroy the ro- 
mance of the name by attributing it to two enor- 
mous slabs of alabaster which lie side by side, and 
form a great part of the pavement,—an opinion 
strongly supported by Mateo Ximenes, Others 
are disposed to give the name a more poetical sig- 
nificance, as the vague memorial of Moorish beau- 
ties who once graced this hall, which was evidently 
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a part of the royal harem. This opinion I was 
happy to find entertained by our little bright-eyed 
guide, Dolores, who pointed to a balcony over an 
inner porch, which gallery, she had been told, be- 
longed to the women's apartment. ‘“ You see, 
sefior,” said she, “it is all grated and latticed, like 
the gallery in a convent chapel where the nuns 
hear mass ; for the Moorish kings,”’ added she, in- 
dignantly, “shut up their wives just like nuns,” 

The latticed “ jalousies,” in fact, still remain, 
whence the dark-eyed beauties of the harem might 
gaze unseen upon the zamdbras and other dances 
and entertainments of the hall below. 

On each side of this hall are recesses or alcoves 
for ottomans and couches, on which the voluptuous 
lords of the Alhambra indulged in that dreamy re- 
pose so dear to the Orientalist. A cupola or lan- 
tern admits a tempered light from aboveand a free 
circulation of air; while on one side is heard the 
refreshing sound of waters from the Fountain of the 
Lions, and on the other side the soft plash from the 
basin in the garden of Lindaraxa, 

It is.impossible to contemplate this scene, so per- 
fectly Oriental, without feeling the early associa- 
tions of Arabian romance, and almost expecting to 
see the white arm of some mysterious princess beck- 
oning from the gallery, or some dark eye sparkling 
through the lattice. The abode of beauty is here 
as if it had been inhabited but yesterday; but 
where are the two sisters, where the Zoraydas and 
Lindaraxas ! 
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An abundant supply of water, brought from the 
mountains by old Moorish aqueducts, circulates 
throughout the palace, supplying its baths and fish- 
pools, sparkling in jets within its halls or murmur- 
ing in channels along the marble pavements. When 
it has paid its tribute to the royal pile, and visited 
its gardens and parterres, it flows down the long 
avenue leading to the city, tinkling in rills, gushing 
in fountains, and maintaining a perpetual verdure 
in those groves that embower and beautify the 
whole hill of the Alhambra. 

Those only who have sojourned in the ardent 
climates of the South can appreciate the delights of 
an abode combining the breezy coolness of the 
mountain with the freshness and verdure of the 
valley. While the city below pants with the noon- 
tide heat, and the parched Vega trembles to the 
eye, the delicate airs from the Sierra Nevada play 
through these lofty halls, bringing with them the 
sweetness of the surrounding gardens. Every thing 
invites to that indolent repose, the bliss of Southern 
climes ; and while the half-shut eye looks out from 
shaded balconies upon the glittering landscape, 
the ear is lulled by the rustling of groves and the 
“murmur of running streams. 

I forbear for the present, however, to describe 
the other delightful apartments of the palace. My 
object is merely to give the reader a general intro- 
duction into an abode where, if so disposed, he may 
linger and loiter with me day by day until we grad- 
ually become familiar with all its localities. 
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THE HALL OF AMBASSADORS. 


N one of my visits to the old Moorish 
' chamber where the good Tia Antonia 
cooks her dinner and receives her com- 
pany, I observed a mysterious door in 
one corner, leading apparently into the ancient part 
of the edifice. My curiosity being aroused, I 
opened it, and found myself in a narrow, blind cor- 
ridor, groping along which I came to the head of a 
dark winding staircase, leading down an angle of 
the Tower of Comares. Down this staircase I de- 
scended darkling, guiding myself by the wall until 
I came to a small door at the bottom, throwing 
which open, I was suddenly dazzled by emerging 
into the brilliant antechamber of the Hall of Am- 
bassadors, with the fountain of the Court of the 
Alberca sparkling before me. The antechamber is 
separated from the court by an elegant gallery, 
supported by slender columns with spandrels of 
open work in the Morisco style. At each end of 
the antechamber are alcoves, and its ceiling is 
richly stuccoed and painted. Passing through a 
magnificent portal, I found myself in the far-famed 
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Hall of Ambassadors, the audience chamber of the 
Moslem monarchs. It is said to be thirty-seven 
feet square, and sixty feet high; occupies the 
whole interior of the Tower of Comares; and still 
bears the traces of past magnificence. The walls 
are beautifully stuccoed and decorated with 
Morisco fancifulness ; the lofty ceiling was origi- 
nally of the same favorite material, with the usual 
frostwork and pensile ornaments or stalactites, 
which, with the embellishments of vivid coloring 
and gilding, must have been gorgeous in the ex- 
_ treme. Unfortunately it gave way during an earth- 
quake, and brought down with it an immense arch 
which traversed the hall. It was replaced by the 
present vault or dome of larch or cedar, with inter- 
secting ribs, the whole curiously wrought and richly 
colored; still Oriental in its character, reminding 
one of “ those ceilings of cedar and vermilion that 
we read of in the Prophets and the Arabian 
Nights.” * 

From the great height of the vault above the 
windows, the upper part of the hall is almost lost 
in obscurity ; yet there is a magnificence as well as 
solemnity in the gloom, as through it we have 
gleams of rich gilding and the brilliant tints of the 
Moorish pencil. 

The royal throne was placed opposite the en- 
trance in a recess, which still bears an inscription 
intimating that Yusef I. (the monarch who com- 
pleted the Alhambra) made this the throne of his 

* Urquhart’s “‘ Pillars of Hercules,” 
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empire. Every thing in this noble hall seems to 
have been calculated to surround the throne with 
impressive dignity and splendor; there was none 
of the elegant voluptuousness which reigns in other 
parts of the palace. The tower is, of massive 
strength, domineering over the whole edifice and 
overhanging the steep hill-side. On three sides of 
the Hall of Ambassadors are windows cut through 
the immense thickness of the walls, and command- 
ing extensive prospects. The balcony of the 
central window especially looks down upon the ver- 
dant valley of the Darro, with its walks, its groves, 
and gardens. To the left it enjoys a distant pros- 
pect of the Vega; while directly in front rises the 
rival height of the Albaycin, with its medley of 
streets, and terraces, and gardens, and once crowned 
by a fortress that vied in power with the Alhambra. 
“Tj fated the man who lost all this!” exclaimed 
Charles V., as he looked forth from this window 
upon the enchanting scenery it commands. 

The balcony of the window where this royal ex- 
clamation was made, has of late become one of my 
favorite resorts. I have just been seated there, 
enjoying the close of a long brilliant day. The 
sun, as he sank behind the purple mountains of 
Alhama, sent a stream of effulgence up the valley 
of the Darro, that spread a melancholy pomp over 
the ruddy towers of the Alhambra; while the Vega, 
covered with a slight sultry vapor that caught the 
setting ray, seemed spread out in the distance like 
a golden sea. Not a breath of air disturbed the 
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stillness of the hour, and though the faint sound of 
music and merriment now and then rose from the 
gardens of the Darro, it but rendered more im- 
pressive the monumental silence of the pile which 
overshadowed ane. It was one of those hours and 
scenes in which memory asserts an almost magical 
power ; and, like the evening sun beaming on these 
mouldering towers, sends back her retrospective 
rays to light up the glories of the past. 

As I sat watching the effect of the declining day- 
light upon this Moorish pile, I was led into a con- 
sideration of the light, elegant, and vuluptuous 
character prevalent throughout its internal archi- 
tecture, and to contrast it with the grand but 
gloomy solemnity of the Gothic edifices reared by 
the Spanish conquerors. The very architecture 
thus bespeaks the opposite and irreconcilable na- 
tures of the two warlike people who so long battled 
here for the mastery of the peninsula. By degrees 
I fell into a course of musing upon the singular for- 
tunes of the Arabian or Morisco-Spaniards, whose 
whole existence is as a tale that is told, and cer- 
tainly forms one of the most anomalous yet splen- 
did episodes in history. Potent and durable as was 
their dominion, we scarcely know how to call them. 
They were a nation without a legitimate country or 
name. A remote wave of the great Arabian inun- 
dation, cast upon the shores of Europe, they seem 
to have all the impetus of the first rush of the tor- 
rent. Their career of conquest, from the rock of 
Gibraltar to the cliffs of the Pyrenees, was as rapid 
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and brilliant as the Moslem victories of Syria and 
Egypt. Nay, had they not been checked on the 
plains of Tours, all France, all Europe, might have 
been overrun with the same facility as the empires 
of the East, and the crescent at sthis day have 
glittered on the fanes of Paris and London. 
Repelled within the limits of the Pyrenees, the 
mixed hordes of Asia and Africa, that formed this 
great irruption, gave up the Moslem principle of 
conquest, and sought to establish in Spain a peace- 
ful and permanent dominion. As conquerors, their 
heroism was only equalled by their moderation ; 
and in both, for a time, they excelled the nations 
with whom they contended. Severed from their 
native homes, they loved the land given them as 
they supposed by Allah, and strove to embellish it 
with every thing that could administer to the hap- 
piness of man. Laying the foundations of their 
power in a system of wise and equitable laws, dili- 
gently cultivating the arts and sciences, and pro- 
moting agriculture, manufactures, and commerce, 
they gradually formed an empire unrivalled for its 
prosperity by any of the empires of Christendom ; 
and diligently drawing round them the graces and 
refinements which marked the Arabian empire in 
the East, at the time of its greatest civilization, 
they diffused the light of Oriental knowledge 
through the Western regions of benighted Europe. 
The cities of Arabian Spain became the resort of 
Christian artisans, to instruct themselves in the 
useful arts. The universities of Toledo, Cordova, 
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Seville, and Granada were sought by the pale 
student from other lands to acquaint himself with 
the sciences of the Arabs and the treasured lore of 
antiquity ; the lovers of the gay science resorted to 
Cordova and Granada to imbibe the poetry and 
music of the East; and the steel-clad warriors of 
the North hastened thither to accomplish them- 
selves in the graceful exercises and courteous usages 
-of chivalry. 

If the Moslem monuments in Spain, if the 
Mosque of Cordova, the Alcazar of Seville, andthe 
Alhambra of Granada, still bear inscriptions fondly 
boasting of the power and permanency of their do- 
minion, can the boast be derided as arrogant and 
vain? Generation after generation, century after 
century, passed away, and still they maintained 
possession of the land. A period elapsed longer 
than that which has passed since England was sub- 
jugated by the Norman Conqueror, and the de- 
scendants of Musa and Taric might as little antici- 
pate being driven into exile across the same straits, 
traversed by their triumphant ancestors, as the de- 
scendants of Rollo and William, and their veteran 
peers, may dream of being driven back to the 
shores of Normandy. 

With all this, however, the Moslem empire in 
Spain was but a brilliant exotic, that took no per- 
manent root in the soil it embellished. Severed 
from all their neighbors in the West by impassable 
barriers of faith and manners, and separated by 
seas and deserts from their kindred of the East, the 
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Morisco-Spaniards were an isolated people. Their 
whole existence was a prolonged though gallant 
and chivalric struggle for a foothold in a usurped 
land. 

They were the outposts and frontiers of Islam- 
ism. The peninsula was the great battle-ground 
where the Gothic conquerors of the North and the 
Moslem conquerors of the East met and strove for 
mastery ; and the fiery courage of the Arab was at 
length subdued by the obstinate and persevering 
valor of the Goth. 

Never was the annihilation of a people more 
complete than that of the Morisco-Spaniards, 
Where are they? Ask the shores of Barbary and 
its desert places. The exiled remnant of their 
once powerful empire disappeared among the bar- 
barians of Africa, and ceased to be a nation. They 
have not even left a distinct name behind them, 
though for nearly eight centuries they were a dis- 
tinct people. The home of their adoption, and of 
their occupation for ages, refuses to acknowledge 
them, except as invaders and usurpers. A few 
broken monuments are all that remain to bear wit- 
ness to their power and dominion, and solitary 
rocks, left far in the interior, bear testimony to 
the extent of some vast inundation. Such is the 
Alhambra ;—a Moslem pile in the midst of a 
Christian land; an Oriental palace amidst the 
Gothic edifices of the West ; an elegant memento 
of a brave, intelligent, and graceful people, who 
conquered, ruled, flourished, and passed away. 
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A series of historical studies presenting in graphic narratives the stories 
of the different nations that have attained prominence in history. 

In the story form the current of each national life is distinctly indi- 
cated, and its picturesque and noteworthy periods and episodes are pre- 
sented for the reader in their philosophical relations to each other, as well 
as to universal history. 

It is the plan of the writers of the different volumes to enter into the 
real life of the peoples, and to bring them before the reader as they 
actually lived, labored, and struggled—as they studied and wrote, and as 
they amused themselves. In carrying out this plan, the myths, with 
which the history of all lands begins, have not been overlooked, though 
these are carefully distinguished from the actual history, so far as the 
labors of the accepted historical authorities have resulted in definite 
conclusions. 

‘“No series of the day deserves more praise.’’—Commercial Gazette. 

‘* For students, young or old, there are few better books than these.’’— 
Lippincott’s. 

‘* Clear, rapid, and entertaining accounts of the principal nations of the 
ancient and modern world.”’—WV. Y. Trzbune. 
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and beautifully printed. Large 12mo, $1.50: 
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Il.—The Story of Rome, By Arthur Gilman. 
I1l—The Story of the Jews. By Prof. James K. Hosmer. 
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IX.—The Story of Carthage. By Prof. Alfred J. Church. 
X.—The Story of the Saracens. By Arthur Gilman, 
XI.—The Story of the Moors in Spain. By Stanley Lane- 
Poole. 
XII.—The Story of the Normans. By Sarah Orne Jewett. 
XIII.—T he Story of Persia. By S. G. W. Benjamin. 
XIV.—The Story of Ancient Egypt. By Prof. Geo. Rawlinson. 
XV.—The Story of Alexander’s Empire. By Prof. J. P. 
Mahaffy. 


XVI.—The Story of Assyria. By Z. A. Ragozin. 
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